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PRESCRIBED, USED, AND PRAISED for Piles, Neuralgia, Catarrh, Rheumatism, 
Diphtheria, Inflamed Eyes, Sore Throat, Toothache, Old Sores, 
Wounds, Bruises, Scalds, Burns, and all Pain. 
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BANKS & 
BIDDLE, 
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WM. D. ROGERS, SON & CO,, 


Coach Builders 
HARNESS MAKERS 


1007, 1009, and 1011 Chestnut St., 


PHILADELPHTA. 


RIDLEY’S 
LARGEST RETAIL HOUSE 


IN NEW YORKE. 
{ Nearly 5 Acres of Selling Space. 
EVERYTHING in SUBSTANTIAL DRY GOODS. | 


Ladies’, Misses’, and Children’s Suits and Cloaks. Boys’ 
3 Clothing. Hosiery. Men's Furnishin . Dress and 
=| Trimmings. Silk and Velvets; also Plushes. 


MILLINERY GOODS 


in every Detail and in very Large Assortment. 


i Laces, White Goods, Dress and Cloak Trimmings. K1p 

az ) and Croru Guovss. Solid Gold and Diamond Jewelry. 

—— a oe Dinner- and Tea-Sets. Glassware. Bisque and other 
rnaments. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING “GOODS, CARPETS, FURNITURE, Ftc. 


WHAT IS NOT TO BE FOUND throughout our a Departments is easier to 
mention,than What is 


NOTHING ONE MAY WANT for either Wife, Mesbend or Child’s Wear or Orna- 
mentation, or for House Furnishing, but what can be found in our House. 


RIDLEY’S MACAZINE, 


PusutisHED QUARTERLY, » gives a Complete List of our Entire Stocks, with many Illustrations of Goods on Sale, 
making it a very useful Book to have in the house. Subscription price, 50 cents a year, or 15 cents asingle copy. 


Or, RIDLEY’S MAGAZINE and LIPPINCOTT’S, Combined, for One Year, $3.00. 
ORDERS BY MAIL receive Careful Attention, and the same prices are charged 
AS IF PRESENT IN PERSON. 
EDWARD RIDLEY & SONS, 
309, $11, 318 to $21 Grand 8t., 69, 61, 63, 65 Orchard S8t., 66, 68, 60 to 70 Allen St., 
NEW YoR EK. 
3 

















Ee a Lee TON ne a en, TRE mee a ee ee Ree apt? ‘ 
wp " . Meee te se acts A ST, eS ee MC eae 








BRIGHT HEALTHFUL SKIN AND COMPLEXION 
PEARS’ SOAP. 
AS RECOMMENDED BY FHE GREATEST ENGLISH AUTHORITY ON THE SKIN, 
Pror. SIR ERASMUS WILSON, #.&.5S., PRES. of the RoYAL CoL. or SURGEONS, 
ENGLAND, AND AZZ OTHER LEADING AUTHORITIES ON THE SKIN. 


if Countless Beanteous Ladies, including MRS. LILLIE LANGTRY, recommend its Virtues 4 

se AND PREFER PEARS’ SOAP 70 ANY OTHER. 

E THE FOLLOWING FROM THE WORLD-RENOWNED SONGSTRESS IS A SAMPLE OF THOUSANDS OF TESTIMONIALS. a 
f Testimonial from Madame ADELINA OD 


‘et “J HAVE FOUND IT MATCHLESS FOR 7 ps sc Pare ‘ 


mee” THE HANDS AND COMPLEXION.” © 


og ——— | a” 
Weta PEARS’ SOAP IS FOR SALE THROUGHOUT THE CIVILIZED WORLD. & . 
£ ae tat _c a 4 — on WG PEs "ir ow 7 


PEARS’ SOAP—The Great English Complexion Soap—is for sale throughout 
the United States and in all other parts of the world, and its 
praises are heard and echoed everywhere. 


4 











_ PHILADELPHIA, 1887. 





This BULLETIN contains a List of our NEW PUBLICA- 
TIONS, with brief notices of their contents, etc., together -with 
announcements of works now in Press to be issued shortly. 

Our Publications are for Sale by Booksellers generally, or will 
be sent by mail, post-paid, upon receipt of price. 








Practical Lessons in Nursing. 

I.—TueE Nursina AND CARE OF THE NERVOUS AND THE INSANE. By Cuas. 
K. Mirus, M.D., Professor of Diseases of the Mind and Nervous System in the 
Philadelphia Polyclinic and College for Graduates in Medicine; Neurologist to 
the Philadelphia Hospital, etc. 12mo. Cloth. $1.00. 


Nervous Diseases and their Diagnosis. 


A Treatise Upon the Phenomena Produced by Diseases of the Nervous System, 
with Especial Reference to the Recognition of their Causes. By H. C. Woop, 
M.D., LL.D., Member of the Nationa] Academy of Science ; author of “ Treatise 
on Therapeutics,” “‘ Thermic Fever,” “ On Fever,” etc. 8vo. Extracloth. $4.00. 
Sheep. $4.50. | 
“The details are worked up from the stores of ample clinical experience rigidly 

analyzed, and from a wide reading of the literature of the subject. As a whole, the work 
is one which cannot fail to be of great service to the practising physician.’”’— Philadelphia 
Medical and Surgical Reporter. 


Wear and Tear; ov, Hints for the Overworked. 


By S. Weir Mircneit, M.D., author of “ Fat and Blood,” “Injuries of the 
Nerves,” etc. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. .16mo. Extra cloth. $1.00. 
‘‘The popular appeal for a wiser physical culture has not fallen upon deaf ears. It 
is gratifying to observe that a fifth edition has been demanded, which now appears with a 
thorough revision from the hands of the distinguished author.”\—Philadelphia Medical 
and Surgical Reporter. 


Clinical Manual of Diseases of the Ear. 


By Laurence TurnButt, M.D., Ph.G., President of the Subsection of Otology 
of the British Medical Association at Cork ; Member of the Section of Otology, 
International Congress, Amsterdam. Second Revised Edition. In One Octavo 
Volume of over 500 Pages. With 114 Illustrations. $4.00. 

“The second edition of this most excellent treatise, published. so shortly after the 
appearance of the first, attests the favor it has met with from the profession. This edition 
13 improved, enlarged, and more fully illustrated. The author’s experience in this depart- 
ment of medicine fits him-especially for the preparation of such a work. We commend 
the work, not only to the specialist, but to the general practitioner, as one of the best 
we yet issued upon diseases of the ear.””—Nashville (Tenn.) Journal of Medicine and 
Surgery, : 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS OF -J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY. 


The Conception of the Infinite, and the Solution 


OF THE MATHEMATICAL ANTINOMIES: A Study in Psychological Analysis. By 
Grorae S. Fuuierton, A.M., B.D., Adjunct Professor of Philosophy in the 
University of Pennsylvania. 12mo. Extracloth. $1.00. 

‘¢Mr. Fullerton’s criticisms of the theories he attacks are acute and searching, and the 
view which he suggests has both novelty and simplicity. His brochure will do good ser- 
vice in helping to remove some of the confusion and obscurity which surround the vexed 
question of philosophy with which it deals.’’—Charleston (S. C.) News and Courier. 


Saint Michael. Mrs. Wister’s New Translation. 


A Romance. From the German of E. Werner, author of “Banned and 
Blessed,” etc. By Mrs. A. L. Wists, translator of “The Second Wife,” 
“The Old Mam’selle’s Secret,” “ Violetta,” etc. 12mo. Extra cloth. $1.25. 

The novels of E. Werner are always readable and in the highest degree entertaining. 
Mrs. Wister’s refined and pure taste never leads her amiss in making her selections, and 
the novel before us is more interesting than any of its predecessors. She is one of the best 
translators from the German in this country, and the felicitous manner in which the work 
has been done in the present volume adds to the charm of a truly agreeable novel. 

“Of the many charming translations from the German by Mrs. Wister, none can 
surpass in interest that of ‘Saint Michael,’ the characters being strong and naturally 
drawn. The work abounds in striking situations, and does not contain a page which the 
reader is disposed to skip.’’—Baltimore News. 


Taken by Stege. 
A Novel. 12mo. Extra cloth. $1.25. 
‘¢ What is here revealed of newspaper and theatrical life will secure great interest, 
as what is given is truthful and has value. The book is written by an experienced. and 
able metropolitan press writer, and is worthy of all the success it is receiving.’’—Boston 


Globe. 
‘‘A charming story, interesting alike to all, sustaining a high interest to the close. 


It is a book that the reader will not willingly lay aside until the pleasing sequel is 


reached.’’—Ohio State Journal. : 
‘The story deals with the living forces and events of to-day, and is one of the most 
vital and strong and keenly interesting of late novels.’”’—Boston Evening Traveller. 


Uncle Max. | 
A Novel. By Rosa Noucuerre Carey, author of “Not Like Other Girls,” 

“‘ Nellie’s Memories,” etc. 16mo. Half cloth. 50 cents. Paper cover. 25 cents. 
Miss Carey has written a number of deservedly popular novels which have made her 
name a pleasant one in many a home. Her books are fresh, sweet stories of girl-life, full 
of genuine feeling, hearty and home-like, showing the authoress has studied human nature 
carefully. There is nothing but good in them, and they are commendable in the highest 


degree. 


Moloch: A Story of Sacrifice. 


By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED, author of “ An Australian Heroine,” “ Policy and 
Passion,” “ Nadine,” ete. 16mo. Half cloth. 50 cents. Paper cover. 25 cents. 





Stanley Huntingdon. 
A Novel. By Sypney J. Witson. 12mo. Extra cloth. $1.25. 

‘This novel of Southern life and character abounds in pictures of the sunny land, 
and portrays her sons and daughters in a pleasing light. There is considerable romance 
in it, and some interesting details.”’—Norristown Herald. . 

‘Tt is the story of a well-bred young Southerner whose circumstances compelled him to 
earn his living by manual labor. There are good touches of California scenery. The 
motive is the best, and there are two good characters. The story is.quite entertaining.” — 


Wheeling Intelligencer. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY. 





A Mirage of Promise. 
By Harriett PENNAWELL BELf, author of “ Marjorie Huntingdon,” etc. 12mo. 
Extra cloth. $1.25. 

‘Tt is a semi-historical novel, coating with the decisive campaign of 1824, when the 
Federal party was making its violent death-struggle against the Democratic principle, and 
when the abolition of slavery began to be mooted as a living issue. The romance contain- 
ing the episodes incident to these earlier struggles is Sean well told, and the author 
has managed skilfully in arranging the dramatic climaxes. The story should be read by 
every student of American history.’’—St. Louis Republican. 


The Folk-Songs of Ltaly. 


Specimens, with translations and notes, from each province; and prefatory treatise 
by Miss R. H. Busk, author of the “ Folklore of Rome,” “ Patraiias,” “Sagas 
from the Far East,” ete. The specimens of the Canzuni and Ciuri of Sicily 
have been selected expressly for this work by Dr. GrusEPPE Pirri, of Palermo. 
Attractively bound in vellum. 16mo.. Gilt top, rough edges. $2.00. Only 
a limited edition printed. 

Folk-Songs are the intimate expression of the ideas of the people, the storehouse of all 
we care most to know about them. Whatever has enough good in it to last, their highest 
aspirations of every sort, are sure to have been committed by the people—most of all by 
the Italian people—to their traditionary rhymes. To sing is part of their being ; whatever 
they may be doing, they sing instinctively, and when we consider that these very songs 
have embodied the love-themes of the most poetical people of Europe, we cannot help re- 
garding them with great interest. This collection has been made with the view of enabling 
the English reader who possesses little or no knowledge of the Italian language to enjoy 
their fresh, simple, and charming melodies. 


First Steps in Scientific Knowledge. 


Seven Parts in one 16mo volume, or in Four Books, as follows: Book ONE. 
Natural History of Animals. Book Two. Plants, Stones, and Rocks. Boox 
THREE. Physics and Chemistry. Book Four. Anatomy and Physiology. By 
Pau. Bert. Translated by Madame Paut Bert. Revised and Corrected by 
Wo. H. Greene, M.D., Professor of Chemistry in the Philadelphia Central High 
School. With 550 Illustrations. Complete in one volume. 16mo. Extra cloth. 
75 cents. Price per Book, 30 cents each. 

“Tt is a wonderfully lucid and thoroughly systematic presentation of the elements of 
knowledge in the seven departments named. It does not attempt too much in any one, 
but each is a remarkable example of condensation without the sacrifice of clearness or 
thoroughness, There is a profusion of small illustrations which will be found helpful by 
pupils.”’—Chicago Times. 

‘“‘The book is certainly the most remarkable ever written on scientific knowledge for 
children. It is profusely illustrated.’’—Pittsburg Chronicle- Telegraph. 

‘So admirable a little book as this might well be made the subject of a discourse on 
the teaching of natural knowledge, as it is one of the most remarkable books ever written 
for children.’’—New York School Journal. ; 

_ ‘An exceedingly interesting and valuable work is this for both home and school instruc- 
tion.”—American Journal of Education. 


Half-Hours with the Best American Authors. 


Selected and arranged by CHARLES Morris. Complete in four crown octavo vols. 
of about 500 pages each. Cloth, gilt top. $6.00. Half morocco. $10.00. 
Three-quarters calf. $13.00. 


‘The best samples from every American author of note in history, poetry, art, fiction, 
and philosophy are grouped here, so that the reader can take up any one of the four volumes’ 
and turning at random can find something particularly meritorious to entertain and in- 
struct him. Such books have not only the spice of variety about them, but they are full 
of solid and useful information; they show in the easiest and most attractive way the 
difference in the styles of authors, and, more than all, give us only what is considered by 
the most competent judges to be the best productions of each. In collecting the gems of 
American authors and presenting and preserving them for mankind in such a convenient 
and attractive shape, Mr. Charles Morris has not only paid a handsome tribute to patriot- 
ism bw literature, but has rendered a substantial service to mankind.’’—Baltimore Even- 
ing News. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY. 





My Recitations. 


By Cora Urnquuart Porrer (Mrs. James Brown Porrer). 12mo. Extra 
cloth. $1.00. Cloth, gilt edges. $1.25. 


‘Cora Urquhart Potter has collected in ‘ My Recitations’ the ballads and other poems 
which she has found best suited to the requirements of a public reader. Her taste and 
judgment have proved good guides, and the selection is exceptionally good. It embraces 
the best, both new and old.”"—New York Independent. 

‘Mrs. Potter’s Recitations have a world-wide reputation, and, in compliance with 
numerous requests for copies of her selections, she has gathered and published them under 
one cover. Among the number will be found some to suit the most varied audiences and 
tastes. A handsome phototype of the fair elocutionist makes a fitting frontispiece.”— 
Baltimore American. _ 


Modern Idols. 


StuprEs in BroaRaPHy AND Criticism. By WILLIAM HENRY THORNE. 16mo. . 
Extra cloth. $1.00. 


“ This is an earnest and thoughtful little volume, consisting of seven essays on distin- 
guished men and women of the literary profession, from Robert Burns to Matthew Arnold. 
Mr. Thorne evidently has felt an interest in his subjects, and his opinions about them, if 
not essentially new, are well stated and the fruit of independent conviction. Of the sev- 
eral ‘ idols’ whose claims he investigates, he himself seems to think most highly of Thomas 
Carlyle and Robert Browning. There is even an occasional trace of the Carlylese flavor 
in his own literary style.”’—MNew York World. 


Christmas Stories. 


Just ready. 1 vol. Handy Edition of Dickens's works, to be completed in 30 vols. 
16mo. Previously issued, “Sketches by Boz,” 1 vol. “ Nicholas Nickleby,” 2 
vols. ‘Great Expectations,” 1 vol. ‘ Martin Chuzzlewit,” 2 vols. ‘Christmas 
Books,” 1 vol. ‘Oliver Twist,” 1 vol. “David Copperfield,” 2 vols. Half 
cloth. 50 cents per vol. Half morocco. $1.00 per vol. 

The clear type, fine thin paper, with uncut edges, and neat binding make these little 


books as elegant as one need wish, while the low price will enable all lovers of Dickens to 
possess, at a very small outlay, a good edition of his works. 


Great Hoggarty Diamond. (1: vol.) 


Now ready. Handy Edition of Thackeray's works, to be completed in 26 
vols. 16mo, published one volume per month. Previously issued, “ Irish 
Sketches,” 1 vol. ‘ Adventures of Philip,” 2 vols. ‘ Henry Esmond,” 1 vol. 
“The Virginians,” 2 vols. ‘The Newcomes,” 2 vols. ‘ Barry Lyndon,” etc., 
1 vol. ‘ Pendennis,” 2 vols. “ Vanity Fair,” 2 vols. Half cloth. 50 cents 
per vol. Half morocco. $1.00 per vol. 

‘Tt is without doubt one of the best and cheapest editions of Thackeray that have 
been put upon the market.’’—Boston Advertiser. 


‘‘ Lovely little books, with refined-looking pages, rough edges all round, and extremely 
tasteful binding, half linen and half paper.”’—Literary World. 


Kenilworth. 


By Sir Watrer Scorr. New Library Edition. Complete in 25 Octavo volumes. 
Now ready, “The Abbot,” “The Monastery,” “Ivanhoe,” ‘The Bride of Lam- 
mermoor,” “The Heart of Mid-Lothian,” ‘“ Legend of Montrose’”’ and “ The 
Black Dwarf,” “Old Mortality,” “ Rob Roy,” “ Antiquary,” “ Guy Mannering,” 
and “ Waverley.” Cloth. $1.75 per vol. Half morocco, gilt top. $2.25 per vol. 

This new edition, published in connection with Adam & Charles Black, is printed in 
Edinburgh. Each volume contains an entire novel, printed on fine paper, in bold, legible 
type, with two steel engravings by the most eminent artists of their time. 
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Ornamental Interiors: Ancient and Modern. 
By J. Morr Smira. With 32 full-page plates and numerous smaller illustrations 
designed by H. W. Batley, Owen W. Davis, Lewis F. Day, J. T. Jackson, F. 
Margetson, B. J. Talbert, etc. 8vo. Cloth. $6.00. 


BOOKS IN PRESS. 
Practical Lessons in Nursing. 


Il.—Marternity; Inrancy; CuitpHoop. The Hygiene of Pregnancy; the 
Nursing and Weaning of Infants; the Care of Children in Health and Disease. 
By Joun M. Keatina, M.D. 


Elements of Metallurgy. 


A Practical .Treatise on the Art of Extracting Metals from their Ores. By J. 
Artaur Paruups, F.R.S., M. Inst. C.E., F.C.S., F.G.S., Ancien Eleve de 
I’Kcole des Mines, Paris. With some 300 Illustrations, many of which have 
been reduced from working drawings. .A New and Enlarged Edition. Royal 
8vo. Over 800 pages. Extra cloth. $9.00. 


A New Novel. By Rosa N. Carey. 


Uniform with her other works, “ Uncle Max,” “ Not Like Other Girls,” “ Nellie’s 
Memories,” etc. 16mo. Half cloth and paper.. 


A New Novel. By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron, 


Author of “ Pure Gold,”.“ Vera Nevill,” “In a Grass Country,” etc. Uniform 
with her other works. 16mo. Half cloth and paper. 


Aunt Hepsy’s Foundling. 


A Novel. By Mrs. Lerra ApAMs (Mrs. LaFFAN), author of Geoffrey Stirling,” 
“Madelon Lemoine,” etc. 12mo. Cloth and paper. 


Marks on the Steam Engine. 
Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. The Relative Proportions of the Steam 
Engine. A Course of Lectures on the Steam Engine, delivered to the students 
of Dynamical Engineering in the University of Pennsylvania. By Wa. D. 
Marks. - With numerous Illustrations. 12mo. Extra cloth. 


Half-Hours with American History. 


Selected and arranged by CHARLES Morris. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Uniform 
with “ Half-Hours with the Best American Authors.” 


Cyclopeedic Science Simplified. 
By J. H. Pepper, late Professor of Chemistry and Honorary Director of the 
Royal Polytechnic Institution, ete. With 650 Illustrations. Fourth Revised 
Edition, with Additions. 8vo. ; 


. The work embraces LIGHT, HEAT, ELECTRICITY, MAGNETISM, PNEUMATICS, ACOUSTICS, 
and CHEMISTRY. 


Botany, 

For ACADEMIES AND COLLEGES. By ANNIz CHAMBERS KeToHUM. Consisting 
of Plant Development and Structure from Sea-weed to Clematis. With 250 
Illustrations, and a Manual of Plants, including all the known Orders, with 
their Representative Genera. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY. 


Manual of North American Birds. 


For the Naturalist and Sportsman. Containing Concise Descriptions of every 
Species of Bird known in North America, and Illustrated by 425 Outline Cuts 
of the Generic Characters. By Rosert Ripaway, Curator Department of 
Birds, U. S. National Museum. §8vo. 


Harcourt ; or, A Soul Illumined. 


A Novel. By Mrs. Anniz Somers GiLonRist, author of “ Rosehurst,” “The 
Mystery of Beechcroft,” ete. 12mo. 




















US 721 BROADWAY,N.Y. Sk 





Largest Stock of Stamps and Coins in the World, Stan- 
dard Stamp Catalogue, 200 pages, illustrated with 2000 
engravings, 25c, Standard Copper Catalogue, illustra- 
ted, 25c. Standard Silver Catalogue, illustrated, 25c, 
Philatelist Album, 400 illustrations, board cover, 25c.; 
cloth, 50c. /nternational Album, with specially design- 
ed spaces for every stamp issued, board cover, $1.50, cloth 
$2.50; also on heavy paper in various styles of binding, from 
$5 to $20, APPROVAL BHEETS sent to responsible parties. 
AGENTS wanted everywhere. Our packets cannot be By mentioning this Advertisement we 


equalled in quality or price, Circulars sent free. ° i A A 
“"Seott Stamp & Coin Co., Ld, 721 Broadway, N.Y, | Will furnish Cabinet .Photos at Club 
: Rates, $3.00 per dozen. 


NEW GOODS FOR ALL OUT-DOOR GAMES, 1887. 


2 The Franklin Expert Racket . . $5.50 
=—_ ‘© Beekman <s + « §.50 
“Franklin, Jr. “ . . @00 






















































































The Staten Island Expert Racket, $3.00 
“© Saint George ae 2.50 
= =e= - . “Practice “ 2.00 



















































































4a-Sample Racket sent by mail, postage paid, for 25 cents, in addition 
to advertised price. ; 

Peck & Snyder’s celebrated cloth-covered Tennis Balls, for the Season of 1887, 
will be superior to any other before made. We have reduced the price from $5.00 to 
$4.00 per dozen ; if sent by mail, 30 cents additional to pay postage. The 1887 Tennis 
Rules, with a complete list of Tennis Clubs, Outfits, etc., sent by mail for 10 cents. 
Send for our 1887 Catalogue, just out; 356 large pages, over 5500 illustrations, covers 
printed in 15 colors, By mail, postage paid, for 25 cents. 


PHOK & SNYDER, 


Nos. 124-128 Nassau Street, New York. 
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IPKA 


Wood Carving. 





& CO.,< 


140 S. 8th St., Philadelphia. 


ARTISTS’ Wax and Paper Flower MATERIALS. 

LUSTRA COLORS, Box, 10 Colors, $1.50. China Colors, 
Plaques, and Panels. ; 

ITALIAN WINE BOTTLES. : 

Coralline for Modelling. Brass Hemmering ‘Tooke. Outfits for 


A new illustrated Catalogue of 195 pages, on euateediau, 
Orders for above goods filled ONLY at 


140 8. Eighth St., Philadelphia. 














Stained Glass, For Illustrated Catalogue, 
| Furniture, address 

Metal Work, J. & R. LAMB, 
| Embroidery, Banners. || 59 CARMINE ST., N. Y. 

















Unmountzn Pxorocraras 


OF ANCIENT AND MODERN WORKS OF ART, 


g@, embracing reproductions of 
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PRELUDE. 
| eee up in the Northwest, along the banks of the broad, winding 

stream the Sioux call the Elk, a train of white-topped army- 
wagons is slowly crawling eastward. The October sun is hot at noon- 
day, and the dust from the loose soil rises like heavy smoke and 
powders every face and form in the guarding battalion so that features 
are wellnigh indistinguishable. Four companies of stalwart, sinewy 
infantry, with their brown rifles slung over the shoulder, are striding 
along in dispersed order, covering the southern flank from sud- 
den attack, while farther out along the ridge-line, and far to the front 
and rear, cavalry skirmishers and scouts are riding to and fro, search- 
ing every hollow and ravine, peering cautiously over every “ divide,” 
and signalling “halt” or “ forward” as the indications warrant. 

And yet not a hostile Indian has been seen ; not one, even as distant 
vedette, has appeared in range of the binoculars, since the scouts rode 
in at daybreak to say that big bands were in the immediate neighbor- 
hood. It has been a long, hard summer’s work for the troops, and the 
Indians have been, to all commands that boasted strength or swiftness, 
elusive as the Irishman’s flea of tradition. Only to those whose num- 
bers were weak or whose movements were hampered have they appeared 
in fighting-trim. But combinations have been too much for them, and 
at last they have been “ herded” down to the Elk, have crossed, and 
are now seeking to make their way, with women, children, tepees, dogs, 
“travois,” and the great pony herds, to the fastnesses of the Big Horn ; 
and now comes the opportunity for which an old Indian-fighter has 
been anxiously waiting. In a big cantonment he has held the main 
body under his command, while keeping out constant: scouting-parties 
to the east and north. He knows well that, true to their edie, the 
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700 THE DESERTER. 
Indians will have scattered into small bands capable of reassembling 
anywhere that signal smokes may call them, and his orders are to 
watch all the crossings of the Elk and nab them as they come into his 
district. He watches, despite the fact that it is his profound conviction 
that the Indians will be no such idiots as to come just where they are 
wanted, and he is in no wise astonished when a courier comes in on 
jaded horse to tell him that they have “doubled” on the other column 
and are now two or three days’ march away down stream, “ making for 
the big. bend.” His own scouting-parties are still out to the eastward : 
he can pick them up as he goes. He sends the main body of his: in- 
fantry, a regiment jocularly known as “The Riflers,” to push for a 
landing some fifty miles down-stream, scouting the lower valley of the 
Sweet Root on the way. He sends his wagon-train, guarded by four 
companies of foot and two of horsemen, by the only practicable road 
to the bend, while he, with ten seasoned “troops” of his pet regiment, 
the —th Cavalry, starts forthwith on a long détour in which he 
hopes to “round up” such bands as may have slipped away from the 
general rush. - Even as “ boots and saddles” is sounding, other couriers 
come riding in from Lieutenant Crane’s party. He has struck the 
trail of a big band. 

When the morning sun dawns on the picturesque valley in which 
the cantonment nestled but the day before, it illumines an almost de- 
serted yillage, and brings no joy to the souls of some twoscore of em- 
bittered civilians who had arrived only the day previous, ahd whose 
unanimous verdict is that the army is a fraud he § ought to be abolished. 
For four months or more some three regiments had been camping, 
scouting, roughing it thereabouts, with not a cent of pay. Then came 
the wildly exciting tidings that a boat was on the way up the Missouri 
with a satrap of the pay department, vast store of shekels, and a strong 
guard, and as a consequence there would be some two thousand men 
around the cantonment with pockets full of money and no one to hel 
them spend it, and nothing suitable to spend it on. It was a duty all 
citizens owed to the Territory to hasten to the scene and gather in for 
local circulation all that was obtainable of that disbursement ; other- 
wise the curse of the army might get ahead of them and the boys 
would gamble it away among themselves or spend it for vile whiskey 
manufactured for their sole benefit. Gallatin Valley was emptied of 
its prominent practitioners in the game of poker. The stream was 
black with “ Mackinaw” boats and other craft. There was a rush for 
the cantonment that rivalled the multitudes of the mining days, but all 
too late. The command was already packing up when the first con- 
tingent arrived, and the commanding officer, recognizing the fraternity 
at a glance, warned them outside the limits of camp that night, declined 
their services as volunteers on the impending campaign, and treated 
them with such calmly courteous recognition of their true character 
that the Eastern press was speedily filled with sneering comment on 
the hopelessness of ever subduing the savage tribes of the Northwest 
when the government intrusts the duty to upstart officers of the regular 
service whose sole conception of their functions is to treat with insult 
and contempt the hardy frontiersman whose mere presenée with the 
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command would be of incalculable benefit. ‘“ We have it from indis- 
putable authority,” says The Miner’s Light of Brandy Gap, “ that when 
our esteemed fellow-citizen Hank Mulligan and twenty gallant shots 
and riders like himself went in a body to General at the canton- 
ment and offered their services as volunteers against the Sioux now 
devastating the homesteads and settlements of the Upper Missouri and 
Yellowstone valleys, they were treated with haughty and contemptu- 
ous refusal by that bandbox caricature of a soldier and threatened 
with arrest if they did not quit the camp. “When will the United 
States learn that its frontiers can never be of the: Indian 
scourges of our civilization until the conduct of airs in the field is 
imtrusted to other hands than these martinets of the drill-ground? It 
is needless to remark in this connection that the expedition led by 
General has proved a complete failure, and that the Indians easily 
escaped his clumsily-led forces.” 

The gamblers, though baffled for the time being, of course “ get 
square,” and more too, with the unfortunate general in this sort of war- 
fare, but they are a disgusted lot as they hang about the wagon-train as 
last of all it is being hitched-in to leave camp. Some victims, of course, 
they have secured, and there are no devices of commanding officers which 
can protect their men against those sharks of the prairies when the men 
themselves are bound to tempt Providence and play. There are two 
scowling faces in the cavalry escort that has been left back with the train, 
and Captain Hull, the commanding officer, has reprimanded Sergeants 
Clancy and Gower in stinging terms for their absence from the com- 
mand during the night. There is little question where they spent it, 
and both have been “cleaned out.” What makes it worse, both have 
lost money that belonged to other men in the command, and they are 
in bad odor accordingly. ‘ 

The long day’s march has tempered the joviality of the entire 
column. It is near sundown, and still they keep plodding onward, 
making for a grassy level on the river-bank a good mile farther. 

“Old Hull seems bound to leave the sports as far behind as possi- 
ble, if he has to march us until midnight,” growls the battalion adju-. 
tant to his immediate commander. “ By thunder! one would think 
he was afraid they would get in a lick at his own pile.” 

“ How much did you say he was carrying?” asks Captain Rayner, 
checking his horse for a moment to look back over the valley at the 
long, dust-enveloped column. 

“ Nearly three thousand dollars in one wad.” 

“ How does he happen to have such a sum ?” 

“Why, Crane left his pay-accounts with him. He drew all that 
was due his men who are off. with Crane,—twenty of them,—for they 
had signed the rolls before going, and were expected back to-day. Then 
he has some six hundred dollars company fund; and the men ‘of his 
troop asked him to take care of a good deal besides. The old man has 
been with them so many years they look upon him as a father and trust 
him as implicitly as they would a savings-bank.” 

“That's all very well,” answers Rayner ; “but I wouldn’t want to 
carry any such sum with me.” = 
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“Tt’s different with Hull’s men, captain. They are ordered in 
through the posts and settlements. They have a three weeks’ march 
ahead of them when they get through their scout, and they want their 
money on the way. It was only after they had drawn it that the news 
came of the Indians’ crossing and of our having to jump for the war- 
path. Everybody thought: yesterday morning that the campaign was 
about over so far as we are concerned. Halloo! here comes young 
Hayne. Now, what does he want ?” 

Riding a quick, nervous little bay troop horse, a slim-built officer, 
with boyish face, laughing blue eyes,and sunny hair, comes loping up 
the long prairie wave ; he shouts cheery greeting to one or two brother 
subalterns who are plodding along beside their men, and exchanges some 
merry chaff with Lieutenant Ross, who is prone to growl at the luck 
which has kept him afoot and given to this favored youngster a “ mount” 
and a temporary staff position. The boy’s spirits and fun seem to jar on 
Rayner’s nerves. He regards him blackly as he rides gracefully towards 
the battalion commander, and with decidedly nonchalant ease of manner 
and an “ off-hand” salute that has an air about it of saying, “I do this 
sort of thing because one has to, but it doesn’t really mean anything, 
you know,” Mr. Hayne accosts his superior : 

“ Ah, good-evening, captain. I have just come back from the 
front, and Captain Hull directed me to give you his compliments and 
say that we would camp in the bend yonder, and he would like you to 
post strong pickets and have a double guard to-night.” : 

“Have me post double guards! How the devil does he expect me 
to do that after marching all day ?” 

“TI did not inquire, sir: he might have told me ’twas none of my 
business, don’t you know?” And Mr. Hayne has the insufferable 
hardihood to wink at the battalion adjutant,—a youth of two years’ 
longer service than his own. 

“Well, Mr. Hayne, this is no matter for levity,” says Rayner, 
angrily. ‘ What does Captain Hull mean to do with his own men, if 
I’m to do the guard ?” 

“ That is another point, Captain Rayner, which I had not the requi- 
site effrontery to inquire into. Now, you might ask him, but I couldn’t, 
don’t you know ?” responds Hayne, smiling amiably the while into the 
wrathful face of his superior. It serves only to make the indignant 
captain more wrathful ; and no wonder. There has been no love lost . 
between the two since Hayne joined the Riflers early the previous year. 
He came in from civil life, a city-bred boy, Fresh from college, full 
of spirits, pranks, fun of every kind ; a wonderfully keen hand with 
the billiard-cue; a knowing one at cards and subd games of chance 
as college boys excel at ; a musician of no mean pretensions, and an 
irrepressible leader in all the frolics and frivolities of his comrades. 
He had leaped to popularity from the start. He was full of cour- 
tesy and gentleness to women, and became a pet in social circles. He 
was frank, free, off-handed with his associates, spending lavishly, 
“treating” with boyish ostentation on all occasions, living quite en 
grand seigneur, for he seemed to have a little money outside his pay, 
—“a windfall from a good old duffer of an uncle,” as he had explained 
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it. His father, a scholarly man who had .been summoned to an im< 

rtant under-office in the State De ent during the War of the 
Rebellion, had lived out his honored life in janet at and died poor, 
as such men must ever die. It was his wish that his handsome, spirited, | 
brave-hearted boy should enter the army, and long after the sod had 
hardened over the father’s peaceful grave the young fellow donned his 
first uniform and went out to join “The Riflers.” High-spirited, joy- 
ous, full of laughing fun, he was “ Pet’? Hayne before he had fowi 
among them six months. But within the year he had made one or two 
enemies, Itcould not be said of him that he showed that deference 
to rank and station which was expected of a junior officer; and among 
the seniors were several whom he speedily designated “ unconscionable 
old duffers” and treated with as little semblance of respect as a second 
- lieutenant could exhibit and be permitted to live. Rayner prophesied of 
him that, as he had no balance and was burning his candle at both ends, 
he would come to grief in short order. Hayne retorted that the.only 
balance that Rayner had any respect for was one at the banker’s, and 
that it was notorious in Washington that the captain’s father had made 
most of his money in- government contracts, and that the captain’s 
original commission in the regulars was secured through well-paid Con- 
gressional influence. The fact that Rayner had devalaged into a good 
officer did not wipe out the recollection of these facts; and he could 
have throttled Hayne for reviving them. It was “a game of give and 
take,” said the youngster ;.and he “behaved himself” to those who 
were at all decent in their manner to him. 

It was a thorn in Rayner’s flesh, therefore, when Hayne joined from 
leave of absence, after experiences not every officer would care to en- 
counter in getting back to his regiment, that Captain Hull should have 
induced the general to detail him in place of the invalided field quarter- 
master when the command was divided. Hayne would have been a 
junior subaltern in Rayner’s little battalion but for that detail, and it 
annoyed the captain more seriously than he would confess, 

“Tt is all an outrage and a blunder to pick out a boy like that,” he 
growls between his set teeth as Hayne canters blithely away. ‘“ Here 
he’s been away from the regiment all summer long, having a big time 
and getting head over ears in debt, I hear, and the moment he rejoins 
they put him in charge of the wagon-train as field quartermaster. It’s 
putting a premium on being young and cheeky,—besides absenteeism,” 

e continues, growing blacker every minute. 

“Well, captain,” answers his adjutant, injudiciously, “I think 
-you don’t give Hayne credit for coming back on the jump the moment 
we were ordered out. It was no fault of his he could not reach us, 
He took chances I wouldn’t take.” 

“Oh, yes! you kids all swear by Hayne because he’s a good 
fellow and sings a jolly song and plays the piano—and poker. One of 
these days he’ll swamp you all, sure as shooting. He’s in debt now, 
and itll fetch him before you know it. What he needs is to be under 
a captain who could discipline him a little. By Jove, I’d do it!” And 
Rayner’s teeth emphasize the assertion. 

The young adjutant thinks it advisable to say nothing that may 
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rovoke further vehemence. All the same, he remembers Rayner’s — 
Sledenan of manner, and has abundant cause to. 

When the next morning breaks, chill and pallid, a change has come 
in the aspect of affairs. Dutieg the earliest ~— of the dawn the red 
light of a light-draught river-boat startled the outlying pickets down- 
stream, and the Far West, answering the muffled hail from ‘shore, 
responded, through the medium of a mate’s stentorian tones, “ News 
that’ll rout you fellows out.” The sun is hardly peeping over the 
jagged outline of the eastern hills when, with Rayner’s entire battalion 
aboard, she is steaming again down-stream, with orders to land at the 
mouth of the Sweet Root. There the four companies will disembark in 
readiness to join the rest of the regiment. 

All day long again the wagon-train twists and wriggles through an 
ashen section of Les Mauvaises Terres. It is a tedious, trying march 
for Hull’s little command of troopers,—all that is now left to.guard the 
train. The captain is constantly out on the exposed flank, eagerly 
scanning the rough country to the south, and expectant any moment of 
an attack from that direction. He and his men, as well as the horses, 
mules, and teamsters, are fairly tired out when at nightfall they park the 
wagons in a big semicircle, with the broad river forming a shining 
chord to the arc of white canvas. All the live-stock are safely herded 
within the enclosure; a few reliable soldiers are posted well out to the 
south and east, to guard against surprise, and the veteran Sergeant 
Clancy is put in command of the sentries. The captain gives strict 
injunctions as to the importance of these duties; for he is far from easy 
in his mind over the situation. The Riflers, he knows, are over in the 
valley of the Sweet Root. The steamer with Rayner’s men is tied up 
at the bank some five miles below, around the bend. The —th are 
far off to the northward across the Elk, as ordered, and must be 
expecting on the morrow to make for the old Indian “ ferry” opposite 
Battle Butte. The main body of the Sioux are reported farther. down 
stream, but he feels it in his bones that there are numbers of them 
within signal, and he wishes with all his heart the —th were here. 
Still, the general was sure he would stir up war-parties on the other 
shore. Individually, he has had very little luck in scouting during the 
summer, and he cannot help wishing he were with the rest of the crowd 
instead of here, eniniavenilinnes. 

Presently Mr. Hayne appears, elastic and debonair as though he 
had not been working like a horse allday. His voice sounds so full of 
cheer and life that Hull looks up smilingly : 

“Well, youngster, you seem to love this frontier life.” 

_ Every bit of it, captain. I was cut out for the army, as father 
thought.” 

“We used to talk it over a good deal in the old days when I was 
stationed around Washington,” answers Hull. “Your father was the 
warmest friend I had in civil circles, and he made it very pleasant for 
me. How little we thought it would be my luck to have you for 
quartermaster !”” ss 

“The fellows seemed struck all of a heap in the Riflers at the idea 
of your applying for me, captain. I was ready to swear it was all on 
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- father’s account, and would have told them so, only Rayner happened 
to be the first man to tackle me on the subject, and he was so crusty 
about it I kept the whole thing to myself rather than give him any 
satisfaction.” 

“ Larry, my boy, I’m no preacher, but I want to be the friend to 
you your father was to me. -You are full of enthusiasm and life and 
spirits, and you love the army ways and have made yourself very pop- 
ular with the youngsters, but I’m afraid you are too careless and inde- 
pendent where the seniors are concerned. Rayner is a good soldier ; 
and you show him very scant respect, I’m told.” 

“‘ Well, he’s such an interfering fellow. They will all tell you ’m 
respectful enough to—to the captains. I like——” 

“ That’s just it, Lawrence. So long as you like a man your manner 
is what it should be. What a young soldier ought to learn is to be 
courteous and respectful to senior officers whether he likes them or not. 
It costs an effort sometimes, but it tells. You never know what trouble 
you are laying up for yourself in the army by bucking against men you 
don’t like. They may not be in position to resent it at the time, but 
the en mighty apt to come when they will be, and then you are 
helpless. : 

xe Why, Captain Hull, I don’t see it that way at all. It seems to 
me that so long as an officer attends to his duty, minds his own busi- 
ness, and behaves like a gentleman, no one can harm him; especially 
when all the good fellows of the regiment are his friends, as they are 
mine, I think, in the Riflers.” 

“Ah, Hayne, it is a hard thing to teach a youngster that—that 
there are men who find it very easy to make their guniors’ lives a burden 
_ to them, and without overstepping a regulation. It is harder yet to say 
that friends in the army are a good deal like friends out of it: one only 
has to get into serious trouble to find how few they are. God grant . 
you may never have to learn it, my boy, as many another has had to, 
by sharp experience! Now we must get a good night’s rest. You 

sleep like a log, I see, and I can only take cat-naps. Confound this 
‘ money! How I wishI could get rid of it!” 

“Where do you keep it to-night ?” 

“Right here in my saddle-bags under my head. Nobody can 
touch them that Ido not wake; and my revolver is here under the 
blanket. Hold on! Let’s take a look and see if everything is all 
right.” He holds a little camp-lantern over the bags, opens the flap, 
and peers in. ‘ Yes,—all serene. I got a big hunk of green sealing- 
wax from the paymaster and sealed it all up in one package with the 
memorandum-list inside. It’s all safe so far,—even to the hunk of 
sealing-wax.— W hat is it, sergeant ?” 

A tall, soldierly, dark-eyed trooper appears at the door-way of 
the little tent, and raises his gauntleted hand in salute. His language, 
though couched in the phraseology of the soldier, tells both in choice 
of words and in the intonation of every phrase that he is a man whose 
antecedents have been far different from those of the majority of the 
rank and file : 

“Will the captain permit me to take my horse and those of three 
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or four more men outside the corral? Sergeant Clancy says he has no 
authority to allow it. We have found a patch of excellent grass, sir, 
and there is hardly any left inside. I will sleep by my picket-pin, and 
one of us will keep awake all the time, if the captain will permit.” 

“ How far away is-it, sergeant ?” 

“‘ Not seventy-five yards, sir,—close to the river-bank east of us.” 

as rm Very well. Send Sergeant Clancy here, and I’ll give the necessary 
orders. 

The soldier quietly salutes, and disappears in the gathering dark- 
ness. ‘ 

“ That’s what I like about that man Gower,” says the captain, after 
a moment’s silence. “He is always looking out for his horse. If he 
~ were not such a gambler and rake he would make a splendid first- 
sergeant. Fine-looking fellow, isn’t he ?” 

“Yes, sir. That is a face that one couldn’t well forget. Who 
was the other sergeant you overhauled for getting fleeced by those sharps 
at the cantonment ” : 

“Clancy? He’s on guard to-night. A very different character.” 

“T don’t know him by sight as yet. Well, good-night, sir. I'll 
take myself off and go to my own tent.” : 


Daybreak again, and far to the east the sky is all ablaze. The.mist 
is creeping from the silent shallows under the banks, but all is life and 
vim along the shore. With cracking whip, tugging trace, sonorous 
blasphemy, and ringing shout, the long train is whirling ahead almost 
at the run. All is athrill with excitement, and bearded faces have a 
strange, set look about the jaws, and eyes gleam with eager light and 
peer searchingly from every rise far over to the southeast, where stands 
a tumbling heap of hills against the lightening sky. “Off there, are 
. they?” says a burly trooper, dismounting hastily to tighten up the 
“cinch” of his weather-beaten saddle. “ We can make it quick enough, 
’s soon as we get rid of these blasted wagons.” And, swinging into 
saddle again, he goes cantering down the slope, his. charger snorting 
with exhilaration in the keen morning air. 

Before dawn a courier has galloped into camp, bearing a despatch 
from the commanding officer of the Riflers. It says but few words, 
but they are full of meaning: “ We have found a big party of hostiles. 
They are in strong position, and have us at dinkioedeni Rayner 
with his four companies is hurrying to us. Leave all wagons with 
“i boat under guard, and come with every horse and man you can 

ring. 

Before seven o’clock the wagons are parked close along the bank 
beside the Far West, and Hull, with all the men he can muster,— 
some fifty,—is trotting ahead on the trail of Rayner’s battalion. With 
him rides Mr. Hayne, eager and enthusiastic, Before ten o’clock, far 
up along the slopes they see the blue line of skirmishers, and the knots 
of reserves farther down, all at a stand. In ten minutes they ride with 
foaming reins in behind a low ridge on which, flat on their faces and 
cautiously peering over the crest, some hundred infantrymen are dis- 
posed. Others, officers and file-closers, are moving to and fro in rear. 
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They are of Rayner’s battalion. ‘Farther back, down in a ravine a 
dozen forms are outstretched upon the turf, and others are bending over 
them, ministering to the needs of those who are not past help already, 
Several officers crowd around the leading horsemen, and Hull orders, 
“ Halt, dismount, and loosen girths.” The grave faces show that the 
infantry has had poor luck, and the situation is summarized in few 
words. The Indians are in force occupying the ravines and ridges 
opposite them and confronting the six companies farther over to the 
west. ‘Two attacks have been made, but the Indian fire swept eve 
approach, and both were unsucccessful. Several soldiers were shot dead, 
others severely wounded. Lieutenant Warren’s leg is shattered below 
the knee; Captain Blount is killed. 

“ Where’s Rayner ?” asks Hull, with grave face. 

“ Just gone off with the chief to look at things over on the other 
front. The colonel is hopping. He is bound to have those Indians 
out of there or drop a-trying. They’ll be back in a minute. The 
general had a rousing fight with Dull Knife’s people down the river 
last evening.. You missed it again, Hull: all the —th were there 
but F and K,—and of course old Firewater wants to make as big a 
hit here.” ~ 

“The —th fighting down the river last night?” asks Hull, in 
amaze. 
“'Yes,—swept clean round them and ran ’em into the stream, the 
say. I wish we had them where we could see ’em at all. You don’t 


get the glimpse of a head, even; but all those rocks are lined with the 
rs. Damn them!” says the adjutant, a 
“We'll get our chance here, then,” replies Hull, reflectively. “T’ll 


creep up and take a look at it. Take my horse, orderly.” 
e is back in two minutes, graver than before, but his bearing is 
spirited and firm. Hayne watches him with kindling eye. 

“You'll take me in with you when you charge?” he asks. 

“Tt is no place to charge there. The ground is all cut up with 
ravines and gullies, and they’ve got a cross-fire that sweeps it clean. 
We'll probably go in on the other flank ; it’s more open there. Here 
comes the chief now.” 

Two officers come riding hastily around a projecting point of the 
slope and spur at rapid gait towards the spot where the cavalry have 
dismounted and are breathing their horses. There is hardly time for 
salutations, A gray-headed, keen-eyed, florid-faced old soldier is the 
colonel, and he is snapping with electricity, apparently. 

“This way, Hull. Come right here, and I’ll show you what you 
are to do.” And, followed by Rayner,. Hull, and Hayne, the chief 
rides sharply over to the extreme left of the position and points to the 
frowning ridge across the intervening swale : : 

“There, Hull: there are twenty or thirty of the rascals in there 
who get a flank fire on us when we attack on our side. What I want 
~ to do is to mount your men, let them draw pistol and be all ready. 

yner, here, will line the ridge to keep them down in front. T’ll 
back to the right and order the attack at once. The moment we begin 
and you hear our shots, you give a yell, and charge full tilt across there, 
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so as to drive out those fellows in that ravine. We can do the rest. 
Do you understand ?” 

“T understand, colonel ; but——is it your order that I attempt 
to charge mounted across that ground ?” 

“ Why, certainly! It isn’t the best in the world, but you can make 
it. They can’t do very much damage to your men before you reach 
them. It’s got to be done; it’s the only way.” 

“Very good, sir: that ends it!’ is the calm, soldierly reply; and 
the colonel goes bounding away. 

A moment later the troop is in saddle, eager, wiry, bronzed fellows 
every one, and the revolvers are in hand and being carefully exam- 
ined. Then Captain Hull signals to Hayne, while Rayner and three 
or four soldiers sit in silence, watching the man who is to lead the 
charge. He dismounts at a little knoll a few feet away, tosses his reins 
to the trumpeter, and steps to his saddle-bags. Hayne, too, dismounts. 

Taking his watch and chain from the pocket of his hunting-shirt, 
he opens the saddle-bag on the near side and takes therefrom two 
packets,—one heavily sealed,—which he hands to Hayne. __ 

“In case I—don’t come back, you know what to do with these,—as 
I told you last night.” 

Hayne only looks imploringly at him: “ You are not going to leave 
me here, captain?” 

“Yes, Hayne. You can’t go with us. Hark! There they go at 
the right. Are the packages all right?” : 

Hayne, with stunned faculties, thinking only of the charge he longs 
to make,—not of the one he has to keep,—replies he knows not what. 
There is a ringing bugle-call far off among the rocks to the westward ; 
a rousing cheer; a rattling volley. Rayner springs off to his men on 
the hill-side. Hull spurs in front of his eager troop, holding high his 
pistol-hand : 

“ Now, men, follow till I drop; and then keep ahead! Come on!” 

There is a furious sputter of hoofs, a rush ef excited steeds up the 
gentle slope, a glad outburst of cheers as they sweep across the ridge and 
out of sight, then the clamor and yell of frantic battle; and when at 
last it dies away, the Riflers are panting over the hard-won position and 
shaking hands with some few silent cavalrymen. They have carried 
the ridge, captured the migrating village, squaws, ponies, travois, and 
pappooses ; their “long Toms” have sent many a stalwart warrior to 
the mythical hunting-grounds, and the peppery colonel’s triumph is 
complete. 

But Lawrence Hayne, with all the light gone from his brave young 
face, stands mutely looking down upon the stiffening frame of his father’s 

old friend, and his, who lies shot through the heart. 





I. 


In the Pullman car of the westward-bound express, half-way across 
the continent, two passengers were gazing listlessly out over the wintry 
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landscape. It was a bitter morning in February. North and south 
the treeless prairie rolled away in successive ridge and depression. The 
snow lay deep in the dry ravines and streaked the sea-like surface with 
jagged lines of foam between which lay broad spaces clean-swept by 
the gale. Heavy masses of cloud, dark and forbidding, draped the 
sky from zenith to horizon, and the air was thick with spiteful gusts 
and spits of snow, crackling against the window-panes, making fierce 
dashes every time a car door was hurriedly opened, and driving ‘about 
the platforms like a myriad swarm of fleecy and aggressive gnats raging 
for battle. Every now and then, responsive to some wilder blast, a 
blinding white cloud came whirling from the depths of the nearest 
gully and breaking like spray over the snow fence along the line. Not 
a sign of life was visible. The tiny mounds in the villages of the 
prairie-dogs seemed blocked and frozen ; even the trusty sentinel had 
“deserted post” and huddled with his fellows for warmth and shelter in 
the bowels of the earth. Fluttering owl and skulking coyote, too, had 
vanished from the face of nature. Timid antelope—fleetest coursers 
of the prairie—and stolid horned cattle had gone, none knew whither, 
nor cared to know until the “ blizzard” had subsided. ‘Two heavy én- 
gines fought their way, panting, into the very teeth of the gale and 
slowly wound the long train after them up-grade among the fvot-hills 
of the great plateau of the Rockies. Once in a while, when stoppin 
for a moment at some group of brown-painted sheds and earth-battened 
shanties, the wind seo and howled among the iron braces and 
brake-chains beneath the car and made such mournful noise that it was 
a relief to start once more and lose sound of its wailing in the general 
rumble. As for the scenery, only as a picture of shiver-provoking 
monotony and desolation would one care to take a second look. 

And yet, ‘some miles ahead, striving hard to reach the railway in 
time to intercept this very train, a small battalion of cavalry was 
struggling through the blasts, officers and men afoot and dragging their 
own benumbed limbs and half-benumbed chargers through the drifts 
that lay deep at the bottom of every “ coulée.” Some few soldiers re- 
pastes in saddle: they were too frozen to walk at all. Some few fell 
behind, and would have thrown themselves flat upon the prairie in the 
lethargy that is but premonition of death by freezing. Like men half 
deadened by morphine, their rescue depended on heroic measures, hu- 
mane in their seeming brutality. cers who at other times were all 
gentleness now fell upon the hapless stragglers with kicks and blows. 
As the train drew up at the platform of a station in mid-prairie, a 
horseman enveloped in fur and frost and steam from his panting steed 
— up beside the leading engine and shouted to the occupants of the 
cab,— 

“ For God’s sake hold on a few minutes. We've got a dozen frozen 
ner with us we must send on to Fort Warrener.” And the train was 

eld. 

Meantime, those far to the rear in the sleeper knew nothing of 
what was going on ahead, The car was warm and comfortable, and 
most of its occupants were apparently appreciative of its shelter and 
coseyness in contrast with the cheerless scéne without. A motherly- 
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looking woman had: produced her knitting, and was blithely clicking 
away at her needles, while her enterprising son, a youth of four sum- 
mers and undaunted confidence in human nature, tacked up and down 
the aisle and made impetuous incursions on the various sections by 
turns, receiving such modified welcome as could be accorded features 
streaked with mingled candy and cinders, and fingers whose propensity 
to cling to whatsoever'they touched was due no more to instincts of a 
predatory nature than to the adhesive properties of the glucose which 
formed so large a constituent of the confections he had been industri- 
ously consuming since early morning. Four men playing whist in the 
rearmost section, two or three commercial travellers, whose intimacy 
with the porter and airs of easy proprietorship told of an apparent 
controlling interest in the road, a young man of reserved manners, 
reading in a section all by himself, a baby sleeping quietly upon the seat 
opposite the two passengers first mentioned, and a Maltese kitten curled 
up in the lap of one of them, completed the list of occupants. 

The proximity of the baby and the kitten furnishes strong pre- 
sumptive evidence of the sex and general condition of the two Ts 
referred to, and renders detail superfluous. A. baby rarely travels 
without a woman, or a kitten with a woman already encumbered with 
a baby. The baby belonged to the elder passenger, the kitten to the 

ounger. The one was a buxom matron, the other a slender maid. 
Tn their ages there must have been a difference of fifteen years; in 
feature there was still wider disparity. The elder was a fine-looking 
woman, and one who prided herself upon the Junoesque proportions 
which she occasionally exhibited in a stroll for exercise up and down 
the disle. Yet no one would call her a beauty. Her eyes were of a 
somewhat fishy and uncertain blue; the lids were tinged with an un- 
ornamental pink that told of irritation of the adjacent interior surface 
and of possible irritability of temper. Her complexion was of that 
mottled type which is so sore a trial to its possessor and yet so inesti- 
mable a comfort to social rivals; but her features were handsome, her 
teeth fine, her dress, bearing, and demeanor those of a woman of hirth 
and breeding, and yet one who might have resented the intimation that 
she was not strikingly handsome. She looked like a woman with a 
will of her own; her head was high, her step was firm ; it was of just 
such a walk as hers that Virgil wrote his “vera incessu patuit dea,” 
and she made the young man in the section by himself think of that 
very passage as he glanced at her from under his heavy, bushy eye- 
brows. She looked, moreover, like a woman with a capacity for in- 
fluencing people contrary to their will and he and with a decided 
fondness for the exercise of that unpopular function. There was the 
air of grande dame about her, despite the simplicity of her dress, which, 
though of rich material, was severely plain. She wore no jewelry. Her 
hands were snugly gloved, and undisfigured by the distortions of any 
ring except the marriage circlet. Her manner attested her a person of 
consequence in her social circle and one who realized the fast. She had 
repelled, though without rudeness or discourtesy, the garrulous efforts 
of the motherly knitter to be sociable. She had promptly inspired the 
small, candy-crusted explorer with such awe that be had refrained from 
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further visits after his first confiding attempt to poke a sticky om 
through the baby’s velvety cheek. She had s little scorn in her 
rejection of the bourgeois advances of the commercial traveller with the 
languishing eyes of Israel: he confided to his comrades, in relating the 
incident, that she was smart enough to see that it wasn’t her he was 
hankering to know, but the pretty sister by her side; and when chal- 
lenged to prove that they were sisters,—a statement which aroused the 
scepticism of his shrewd associates,—he had replied, substantially,— 

“ How do I know? ’Cause I saw their pass before you was up this 
morning, cully. It’s for Mrs. Captain Rayner and sister, and they’re 
going out here to Fort Warrener. That’s how I know.” And the 
porter of the car had confirmed the statement in the sanctity of the 
smoking-room. 

‘And yet—such is the uncertainty of feminine temperament—Mrs. 
Rayner was no more incensed at the commercial “ gent” because he had 
obtruded his attentions than she was at the young man reading in his 
own section because he had refrained. Nearly twenty-four hours had 
clageae since they crossed the Missouri, and in all that time not once 
shad she detected in him a glance that betrayed the faintest interest in 
her, or—still more senssiallinnitt the unquestionably lovely girl at her 
side. Intrusiveness she might resent, but indifference she would and 
did. Who was this youth, she wondered, who not once had so much as 
stolen a look at the sweet, bonny face of her maiden sister? Surely 
*twas a face any man would love to gaze upon,—so fair, so exquisite 
in contour and feature, so pearly in complexion, so lovely in the deep, 
dark brown of its shaded eyes, 

The bold glances of the four card-players she had defiantly returned, 
and vanquished. Those men, like the travelling gents, were creatures 
of coarser mould ; but her experienced eye told her the solitary occupant 
of the opposite section was a gentleman. The clear cut of his pale 
features, the white, slender hand and shapely foot, the style and finish 
of his quiet travelling-dress, the soft modulation and refined tone of his: 
voice on the one occasion when she heard him reply to some importunity 
of the train-boy with his endless round of cle questionable figs and 
fiction, the book he was reading,—a volume of Emerson,—all combined 
to speak of a culture and position equal to her own. She had been 
over the trans-continental railways often enough to know that it was 
permissible for gentlemen to render their fellow-passengers some slight 
attention which would lead to mutual introductions if desirable and 
this man refused to see that the opportunity was open to him. 

True, when first she took her survey of those who were to be her 
eeeptnager at the eye on the Missouri, she a that 
ere was one against whom it would be necessary to gua: ea 
proaches. She had good and sufficient reasons for inianding no pat 
man as attractive in appearance as this one making himself interest- 
ing to pretty Nellie on their journey. She had already decided what 
Nellie’s future was to be. Never, indeed, would she have taken her to 
the gay frontier station whither she was now en route, had not that 
future been already settled to her satisfaction. Nellie Travers, barely 
out of school, was betrothed, and willingly so, to the man she, her 
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devoted elder sister, had especially chosen. Rare and most unlikely 
of conditions! she had apparently fallen in love with the man picked 
out for her by somebody else. She was engaged to Mrs. Rayner’s fas- 
cinating friend Mr. Steven Van Antwerp, a scion of an old and es-, 
teemed and wealthy family; and Mr. Van Antwerp, who had been 
educated abroad, and had a Heidelberg scar on his left cheek, and dark, 
lustrous eyes, and wavy hair,—almost raven,—was a devoted lover, 
though fully fifteen years Miss Nellie’s senior. 

Full of bliss and comfort was Mrs. Rayner’s soul as she journeyed 
westward to rejoin her husband at the distant frontier post she had 
not seen since the early spring. Army woman as she was, born and 
bred under the shadow of the flag, a soldier’s daughter, a soldier’s wife, 
she had other ambitions for her beautiful Nell. Worldly to the core, 
she herself would never have married in the army but for the unusual 
circumstance of a wealthy subaltern among the officers of her father’s 
regiment. Tradition had it that Mr. Rayner was not among the number 
of those who sighed for Kate Travers’s guarded smiles. Her earlier 
victims were kept a-dangling until Rayner, too, succumbed, and then 
were sent adrift. She meant that no penniless subaltern should carry off 
her “ baby sister,’—they had long been motherless,—and a season at the 
sea-shore had done her work well. Steven Van Antwerp, with genuine 
distress and loneliness, went back to his duties in Wall Street after see- 
ing them safely on their way to the West. ‘Guard her well for me,” 
he whispered to Mrs. Rayner. ‘I dread those fellows in‘ buttons.” 
And he shivered unaccountably as he spoke. 

Nellie was pledged, therefore, and this youth in the Pullman was 
not one of “those fellows in buttons,” so far as Mrs. Rayner knew, but 
she was ready to warn him off, and meant to do so, until, to her surprise, - 
she saw that he gave no symptom of a desire to approach. By noon 
of the second day she was as determined to extract from him some sign 
of interest as she had been determined to resent it. I can in no wise 
explain or account for this. The fact is stated without remark. 

“ What on earth can we be stopping so long here for?” was Mrs. 
Rayner’s somewhat petulant inquiry, addressed to no one in particular. 
There was no reply. Miss Travers was busily twitching the ears of the 
kitten at the moment and sparring with upraised finger at the threaten- 
ing paw. 

a {Do look out of the window, Nell, and see.” 

“There is nothing to see, Kate,—nothing but whirling drifts and a 
big water-tank all covered with ice. Br-r-r-r! how cold it looks !” 
she answered, after vainly flattening her face against the inner pane. 

“There must be something the matter, though,” persisted Mrs. 
Rayner. “We have been here full five minutes, and we are behind 
time now. At this rate we'll never get to Warrener to-night. I do 
wish the porter would stay here where he belongs.” 

The young man quietly laid down his book and arose. “TI will 
inquire, madame,” he said, with grave courtesy. “ You shall know ina 
moment.” 

“ How very kind of you!” said the lady. “Indeed I must not 
trouble you. I’m sure the porter will be here after a while.” 
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And even as she spoke, and as he was pulling on an overcoat, the 
train rumbled off again. Then came an exclamation, this time from 
the younger: 

“Why, Kate! Look! see all these men,—and horses! Why, they 
are soldiers,—cavalry! Oh, how I love to see them again! But, oh, 
how cold they look !—frozen !” 

“Who can they be?” said Mrs, Rayner, all vehement interest now, 
and gazing eagerly from the window at the lowered heads of the horses 
and the muffled figures in blue and fur. ‘“ What can they be doing in 
the field in such awful weather? I cannot recognize one of them, 
or tell officers from men. Surely that must be Captain Wayne,—and 
Major Stannard. Oh, what can it mean?” 

The young man had suddenly leaped to the window behind them, 
and was gazing out with an eagerness and interest little less apparent 
than her own, but in a moment the train had whisked them out of sight 
of the storm-beaten troopers. Then he hurried to the rear window of 
the car, and Mrs, Rayner as hastily followed. 

“ Do you know them?” she asked. 

“Yes, That was Major Stannard. It is his battalion of the —th 
Cavalry, and they have been out scouting after renegade Cheyennes. 
Pardon me, madame, I must go forward and see who have boarded the 
train.” 

_. He stopped at his section, and again she followed him, her eyes 
full of anxiety. He was busy tugging at a flask in his travelling- 
bag. 
Mi You know them! Do you know—have you heard of any infantry 
being out? Pardon me for detaining you, but I am very anxious. 

My jet is Captain Rayner, of Fort Warrener.” 
“No infantry have been sent, madame, I have reason to know ; 
at least, none from Warrener.” 

And with that he hurriedly bowed and left her. The next moment, 
flask in hand, he was crossing the storm-swept platform and making 
his way to the head of the train. 

“T believe he is an officer,” said Mrs. Rayner to her sister. 
“Who else would be apt to know about the movement of the troops? 
Did you notice how gentle his manner was?—and he never smiled : 
he has such a sad face. Yet he can’t be an officer, or he would have 
made himself known to us long ago.” 

“Ts there no name on the satchel?” asked Miss Travers, with par- 
donable curiosity. ‘ He has an interesting face,—not handsome.” And 
a dreamy look came into her deep eyes. She was thinking, no doubt, 
of a dark, oval, distingué face with*raven hair and moustache. The 
youth in the travelling-suit was not tall, like Steven,—not singularly, 
romantically handsome, like Steven. Indeed, he was of less interest to 
her than to her married sister. 

Mrs. Rayner could see no name on the satchel,—only two initials ; 
and they revealed very little. 

“T have half a mind to peep at the fly-leaf of that book,” she said. 
“He walked just like a soldier; but there isn’t anything there to indi- 
cate what he is,” she continued, with a doubtful glance at the items 
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. scattered about the now vacant section. “Why isn’t that porter here? 
He ought to know who people are.” 

As though to answer her request, in came the porter, dishevelled and 
breathless, He made straight for the satchel they had been scrutinizing, 
and opened it without ceremony. Both ladies regarded this proceedin 
with natural astonishment, and Mrs. Rayner was about to interfere as 
question his right to search the luggage of passengers, when the man 
turned hurriedly towards them, exhibiting a little bundle of handker- 
chiefs, his broad Ethiopian face clouded with anxiety and concern : 

“‘ The gentleman told me to take all his handkerchiefs. We’se got 
a dozen frozen soldiers in the baggage-car,—some of ’em mighty bad,— 
and they’se tryin’ to make ’em.comfortable until they get to the fort.” 

“Soldiers frozen! Why do you take them in the baggage-car ?— 
such a barn of a place! Why weren’t they brought here, where we 
could make them warm .and care for them?” exclaimed Mrs. Rayner, 
in impulsive indignation. 

“Laws, ma’am! never do in the world to bring frozen people 
into a hot car! Sure to make their ears an’ noses drop off, that would ! 
Got to keep ’em in the cold and pile snow around ’em, That gentle- 
man sittin’ here,—he knows,” he continued: “ he’s an officer, and him 
and the doctor’s workin’ with ’em now.” 

And Mrs. Rayner, vanquished by a statement of facts well known 
to her yet forgotten in the first impetuosity of her criticism, relapsed 
into the silence of temporary defeat. ; 

“ He is an officer, then,” said Miss Travers, presently. “I wonder 
what he belongs to.” 

“Not to our regiment, I’m sure. Probably to the cavalry. He 
knew Major Stannard and other officers whom we passed there.” 

“ Did he speak to them ?” 

“No: there was no,time. We were beyond hearing-distance when 
he ran to the back door of the car; and there was no time before that. 
But it’s very odd !” 

“What’s very odd ?” 

“Why, his conduct. It is so strange that he has not made himself 
known to us, if he’s an officer.” 

“Probably he doesn’t know you—or we—are connected with the 
army, Kate.” 

“Oh, yes, he does. The porter knows perfectly well, and I told 
him just before he left.” 

“Yes, but he didn’t know before that time, did he?” 

“ He ought to have known,” said Mrs. Rayner, uncompromisingly. 
“ At least, he should if he had taken the faintest interest. t mentioned 
Captain Rayner so that he could not help hearing.” 

This statement being one that Miss Travers could in no wise con- 
tradict,—as it was one, indeed, that Mrs, Rayner could have dispensed 
with as unnecessary,—the younger lady again betook herself to silence 
and pulling the kitten’s ears. 

“ Even if he didn’t know before,” continued her sister, after a pause: 
in which she had apparently been brooding over the indifference of the 
young man in question, “he ought to have made himself known after 
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I told him who I was.” Another pause. “ That’s what I did it for,” 
she wound up, conclusively. 

“ And that’s what I thought,” said Miss Travers, with a quiet 
smile. ‘“ However, he had no time then: he was hurrying off to see 
whether any of the soldiers had come on board. He took his flask 
with him, and apparently was in haste to offer some one adrink. I’m 
sure that is what papa used to do,” she added, as she saw a frown 
gathering on her sister’s face. 

“What papa did just after the war—a time when everybody drank 
—is not at all the proper thing now. Captain Rayner never touches 
it; and I don’t allow it in the house.” 

“ Still, I should think it a very useful article when a lot of frozen 
and exhausted men are on one’s hands,” said Miss Travers. “ That 
was but a small flask he had, and I’m sure they will need more.” 

There came a rush of cold air from the front, and the swinging 
door blew open ahead of: the porter, who was heard banging shut the 
outer portal. Then he hurried in. 

“Can some of you gentlemen oblige me with some whiskey or 
brandy ?” he asked. ‘ We’ve got some frozen soldiers aboard. Two 
of ’em are pretty nearly gone.” 

Two of the card-players dropped their hands and started for their 
section at once. Before they could rummage in their bags for the re- 
quired article, Mrs. Rayner’s voice was heard: “Take this, porter.” 
And she held forth a little silver flask. ‘I have more in my trunk 
if it is needed,” she added, while a blush mounted to her forehead 
as she saw the quizzical smile on her sister’s face. “You know I 
always carry it in travelling, Nellie ——in case of accident or illness; 
and I’m most thankful I have it now.” 

“Ever so much obliged, ma’am,” said the porter, “ but this would 
be only a thimbleful, and I can get a quart bottle of this gentleman.” 

“Where are they?” said the person thus referred to, as he came 
down the aisle with a big brown bottle in his hand. “Come, Jim, 
let’s go and see what we can do. One of you gentlemen take my place 
in the game,” he continued, indicating the commercial gents, two of 
whom, nothing loath, dropped into the vacated seats, while the others 
pushed on to the front of the train. The porter hesitated one moment. 

“ Yes, take my flask: I shouldn’t feel satisfied without doing some- 
thing. And please say to the officer that I’m Mrs. Rayner,—Mrs. 
Captain Rayner, of the infantry,—and ask if there isn’t something I 
can do to help.” 

“Yes, ma’am; I will, ma’am. Oh, he knows who you are: I 
done told him last night. He’s goin’ to Fort Warrener, too.” And, 
touching his cap, away went the porter. 

“There! He did know all along,” said Mrs. Rayner, trium- 
phantly. “It is most extraordinary !” 

“Well, is it the proper thing for people in the army to introduce 
os when travelling? How are they to know it will be agree- 
able?” 

“Agreeable! Why, Nellie, it’s always done,—especially when 
ladies are travelling without escort, as we are. The commonest civility 
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should prompt it ; and officers always send their cards by the porter the 
moment they find army ladies are on the train. I don’t understand 
this one at all,—especially——~” But here she broke off abruptly. 

“‘ Especially what?” asked Miss Nell, with an inspiration of maid- 

enly curiosity. 
_ Especially nothing. Never mind now.” And here the baby began 
to fidget, and stir about, and stretch forth his chubby hands, and thrust 
his knuckles in his eyes, and pucker up his face in alarming contortions 
preparatory to a wail, and, after one or two soothing and tentative 
sounds of “sh—sh—sh—sh” from the maternal lips, the matron 
abandoned the attempt to induce a second nap, and picked him up in 
her arms, where he presently began to take gracious notice of his pretty 
aunt and the kitten. 

Two hours later, just as the porter had notified them that Warrener 
Station would be in sight in five minutes, the young man of the oppo- 
site section returned to the car. He looked tired, very anxious, and his 
face was paler and the sad expression more pronounced than before. 
The train-conductor stopped him to speak of some telegrams that had 
been sent, and both ladies noted the respect which the railway official 
threw into the tone in which he spoke. The card-players stopped their 
game and went up to ask after the frozen men. It was not until the 
whistle was sounding for the station that he stood before them and with 
a grave and courteous bow held forth Mrs. Rayner’s silver flask. 

“Tt was a blessing to one poor fellow at least, and I thank you for 
him, madame,” he said. 

“T have been so anxious. I wanted to do something. Did you 
not get my message, Mr. ?” she asked, with intentional pause that 
he might supply the missing name. 

“Indeed there was nothing we could ask of you,” he answered, 
totally ignoring the evident invitation. ‘Iam greatly obliged to you 
for your kindness, but we had abundant help, and you really could not 
have reached the car in the face of this gale. Good-morning, madame.” 
And with that he raised his fur travelling-cap and quickly turned to his 
section and busied himself strapping up his various belongings. 

“The man must be a woman-hater,” she whispered to Miss Travers. 
“ He’s going to get out here, too. Who can he be?” 

There was still a moment before the train would stop at the plat- 
form, and she was not to be beaten so easily. Bending partly across 
the aisle, she spoke again : 

“You have been so kind to those poor fellows that I feel sure you 
must be of the army. I think I told you I am Mrs, Rayner, of Fort 
Warrener. May we not hope to see you there?” 

A deep flush rose to. his forehead, suffusing his cheeks, and passed 
as quickly away. His mouth twitched and trembled. Gazing at him 
in surprise and trouble, Nellie Travers saw that his face was full of 
' pain and was turning white again. He half choked before he could 
mee he spoke low, and yet distinctly, and the words were full of 
sadness : 

“It—it is not probable that we shall meet at all.” 
And with that he turned away. 
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II. 


Even in the excitement attendant upon their reception at the sta- 
tion neither Mrs. Rayner nor her sister could entirely recover from the~ 
surprise and pain which the stranger’s singular words had caused. So far 
from feeling in the least rebuffed, Mrs. Rayner well understood from 
his manner that not the faintest discourtesy was intended. There was 
not a symptom of rudeness, not a vestige of irritation or haste, in his 
tone. Deep embarrassment, inexpressible sadness even, she read in the 
brief glimpse she had of his paling face. It was all a mystery to her 
and to the girl seated in silence by her side. Both followed him with 
their eyes as he hurried away to the rear of the car, and then, with 
joyous shouts, three or four burly, fur-enveloped men came bursting 
in the front door, and the two ladies, the baby, and the kitten were 
pounced upon and surrounded by a group that grew every min- 
ute. Released finally from the welcoming embrace of her stalwart 
husband, Mrs. Rayner found time to present the other and younger 
officers to her sister. As many as half a dozen had followed the cap- 
tain in his wild rush upon the car, and, while he and his baby boy 
were resuming acquaintanceship after a separation of many long 
months, Miss Travers found herself the centre of a circle of young 
officers who had braved the wintry blizzard in their eagerness to do 
her proper homage. Her cheeks were aflame with excitement and 
pleasure, her eyes dancing, and despite the fatigue of her long journey 
she was looking dangerously pretty, as Captain Rayner glanced for a 
moment from the baby’s wondering eyes, took in the picture like an 
instantaneous photograph, and then looked again into Mrs. Rayner’s 
smiling face. 

“You were wise in providing against possibilities as you did, Kate,” 
he said, with a significant nod of the head. “There are as‘many as a 
dozen of them,—or at least there will be when the —th gets back from 
the field. Stannard is out yet with his battalion.” 

“Oh, yes: we saw them at a station east of here. They looked 
frozen to death; and there are ever so many of the soldiers frozen. 
The baggage-car is full of them. Didn’t you know it?” 

“Not a word of it. We have been here for three mortal hours 
waiting at the station, and any telegrams must have been sent right out 
to the fort. The colonel is there, and he would have all arrangements 
made. Here, Graham! Foster! Mrs. Rayner says there are a lot 
of frozen cavalrymen forward in the baggage-car. Run ahead and see 
what is necessary, will you? I'll be there in a minute, as soon as we've 
got these ladies off the train.” 

Two of the young gentlemen who had been hovering around Miss 
Travers took themselves off without a moment’s delay. The others 
remained to help their senior officer. Out into the whirling eddies 
of snow, bundling them up in the big, warm capes of their regulation 
overcoats, the officers half led, half carried their precious 
The captain bore his son and heir; Lieutenant. Ross escorted N 
Rayner ; two others devoted themselves exclusively to Miss Travers; a 
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fourth picked up the Maltese kitten. Two or three smart, trim-lookin 
infantry soldiers cleared the section of bags and bundles of shawls, an 
the entire party was soon within the door-way of the waiting-room, 
where a red-hot coal-stove glowed fierce welcome. Here the ladies 
were left for a moment, while all the officers again bustled out into the 
storm and fought their way against the northwest gale until they 
reached the little crowd gathered about the door-way of the freight- 
sheds. A stout, short, burly man in beaver overcoat and cap pushed 
through the knot of half-numbed spectators and approached their 
leader : 

“We have only two ambulances, captain,—that is all there was at 
the post when the despatch came,—and there are a dozen of these men, 
besides Dr. Grimes, all more or less crippled, and Grimes has both 
hands frozen. We must get them out at once. Can we take your 
wagon ?” 

“Certainly, doctor. Take anything we have. If the storm holds, 
tell the driver not to try to come back for us. We can make the ladies 
comfortable here at the hotel for the night. Some of the officers have 
to get back for duties this evening. The rest will have to stay. How 
did they happen to get caught in such a freeze?” 

“They couldn’t help it. Stannard had chased the Cheyennes across 
the range, and was ordered to get back to the railway. It was twenty 
below when they started, and they made three days’ chase in that 
weather ; but no one seemed to care so long as they were-on the trail. 
Then came the change of wind, and a driving snow-storm, in which ' 
they lost the trail as a matter of course; and then this blizzard struck 
them on the back-track. Grimes is so exhausted that he could barely 
hold out until he got here. He says he never could have brought 
them through from Bluff Siding but for Mr. Hayne: he did every- 
thing.” 

Mr. Hayne! Was he with them?” 

“He was on the train, and came in at once to offer his services. 
Grimes says he was invaluable.” 

“But Mr. Hayne was East on leave: I know he was, He was 
promoted to my company last month,—confound the luck !—and was 
to have six months’ leave before joining. I wish it was six years. 
Where is he now?” And the captain peered excitedly around from 
under his shaggy cap. Oddly, too, his face was paling. 

“He left as soon as I took charge. I don’t know where he’s 
gone; but it’s God’s mercy he was with these poor fellows. His 
skill and care have done everything for them. Where did he get 
his knowledge ?” 

“T’ve no idea,” said Captain Rayner, gruffly, and in evident ill 
humor. “He is the last man I expected to see this day or for days to 
come. Is there anything else I can do, doctor ?” 

“Nothing, thank you, captain.” And the little surgeon hastened 
back to his charges, followed by some of the younger officers, eager to 
be of assistance in caring for their disabled comrades. Rayner himself 
hesitated a moment, then turned about and trudged heavily back alon 
the wind-swept platform. The train had pulled away, and was out o: 
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sight in the whirl of snow over the Western prairies. He went to his 
own substantial wagon, and shouted to the driver, who sat muffled in 
buffalo fur on the box,— : 

“Get around there to the freight-house and report to the doctor. 
There are a lot of frozen cavalrymen to be taken out to the hospital. 
Don’t try to come back for us to night: we'll stay here in town. Send 
the quartermaster’s team in for the trunks as soon as the storm is over 
and the road clear. That’s all.” 

Then he rejoined the party at the waiting-room of the station, and 
Mrs. Rayner noted instantly that all the cheeriness had gone and that 
a cloud had settled on his face. She was a shrewd observer, and she 
knew him well. Something more serious than a mishap to a squad 
of soldiers had brought about the sudden change. He was all glad- 
ness, all rejoicing and delight, when he clasped her and his baby boy 
in his arms but ten minutes before, and now—something had occurred 
to bring him serious discomfort. She rested her hand on his arm 
and looked questioningly in his face. He avoided her glance, and 
quickly began to talk. She saw that he desired to answer no questions 
just then, and wisely refrained. 

Meantime, Miss Travers was chatting blithely with two young gal- 
lants who had returned to her side, and who had thrown off their easy 
furs and now stood revealed in their becoming undress uniforms, Mr. 
Ross had gone to look over the rooms which the host of the railway 
hotel had offered for the use of the party ; the baby was yielding to the 
inevitable and gradually condescending to notice the efforts of Mr. 
Foster to scrape acquaintance; the kitten, with dainty step, and ears 
and tail erect, was making a leisurely inspection of the premises, sniff- 
ing about the few benches and chairs:with which the bare room was 
burdened, and reconnoitring the door leading to the hall-way with evi- 
dent desire to extend her researches in that direction. Presently that 
very door opened, and in came two or three bundles of fur in masculine 
shape, and with them two shaggy deer-hounds, who darted straight at 
the kitten. There was a sudden flurry and scatter, a fury of spits and 
scratching, .a yelp of pain from one brute with lacerated nose, a sudden 
recoil of both hounds, and then a fiery rush through the open door-way 
in pursuit of puss. After the first gallant instinct of battle her nerve 
pe given out, and she had sought safety in flight. 

“Oh, don’t let them hurt her! cried Miss Travers, as she darted 
into the hall and gazed despairingly up the stairway to the second story, 
whither the dogs had vanished like a flash. Two of the young officers 
sped to the rescue and turned the wrong way. Mrs. Rayner and the 
captain followed her into the hall. A rush of canine feet and an ex- 
cited chorus of barks and yelps were heard aloft; then a stern voice 
ordering, “ Down, you brutes!” a sudden howl as though in response 
to a vigorous kick, and an instant later, bearing the kitten, ruffled, ter- 
rified, and wildly excited, yet unharmed, there came springing lightly 
down the steps the young man in civilian dress who was their fellow- 
traveller on the Pullman. Without a word he gave his prize into the 
dainty hands outstretched to receive it, and, never stopping an instant, 
never listening to the eager words of thanks from her pretty lips, he 





720 THE DESERTER, 


darted back as quickly as he came, leaving Miss Travers suddenly 
stricken dumb. 

Captain Rayner turned sharply on his heel and stepped back into 
the waiting-room. Mr. Ross nudged a brother lieutenant and whis- 
pered, “ By gad! that’s awkward for Midas!’ The two subalterns 
who had taken the wrong turn at the top of the stairs reappeared there 
just as the rescuer shot past them on his way back, and stood staring, 
first after his disappearing form, and then at each other. Miss Travers, 
with wonder and relief curiously mingled in her sweet face, clung to 
her restored kitten and gazed vacantly up the stairs. 

Mrs. Rayner looked confusedly from one to the other, quickly 
noting the constraint in the manner of every officer present and the 
sudden disappearance of her husband. There was an odd silence for 
a moment: then she spoke: 

“Mr. Ross, do you know that gentleman ?” 

“T know who he is. Yes.” 

“‘ Who is he, then ?” 

“ He is your husband’s new first lieutenant, Mrs. Rayner. ,That is 
Mr. Hayne.” 

“ That !—Mr. Hayne?” she exclaimed, growing suddenly pale. 

“Certainly, madame. Had you never seen him before?” 

“ Never ; and I expected—I didn’t expect to see such a——” And | 
she broke short off, confused and plainly distressed, turned abruptly, and 
left the hall as had her husband. ‘ 


Il. 


The officers of Fort Warrener were assembled, as was the daily 
morning custom, in the presence of the coloneltommanding. It had 
long been the practice of that veteran soldier to require all his com- 
missioned subordinates to put in an appearance at his office immediately 
after the ceremony of guard-mounting. He might have nothing to say 
to them, or he might have a good deal; and he was a man capable 
of saying a good deal in very few words, and meaning exactly what he 
said. It was his custom to look up from his writing as each officer 
entered and respond to the respectful salutation tendered him with an 
equally punctilious “Good-morning, Captain Gregg,” or “ Good-morn- 
ing, Mr. Blake,”—never omitting the mention of the name, unless, as 
was sometimes tried, a squad of them came in together and made their 
obeisance as a body. In this event the colonel simply looked each man . 
in the face, as though taking mental note of the individual constituents 
of the group, and contented himself with a “Good-morning, gentle- 
men.” 

When in addition to six troops of his own regiment of cavalry 
there were sent to the post a major and four companies of infantry, 
some of the junior officers of the latter organization had suggested to 
their comrades of the yellow stripes that as the colonel had no roll-call 
it might be a matter of no great risk to “cut the matinée”’ on some of 
the fiendishly cold mornings that soon set in; but the experiment was 
never designedly tried, thanks, possibly, to the frank exposition of his 
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personal views as expressed by Lieutenant Blake, of the cavalry, who 
said, “ Try it if you are stagnating for want of a sensation, my genial 
plodder, but not if you value the advice of one who has been there, so 
to speak. The chief will spot you quicker than he can a missing shoe; 
—a missing horseshoe, Johnny, let me elaborate for your comprehen- 
sion,—and the next question will be, ‘Mr. Bluestrap, did you inten- 
tionally absent yourself? and then how will you get out of it?” 

The matinées, so called, were by no means unpopular features of 
the daily routine. The officers were permitted to bring their pipes or 
cigars and take their after-breakfast smoke in the big, roomy office of 
the commander, just as they were permitted to enjoy the post-prandial 
whiff when at evening recitation in the same office they sat around the 
room, chatting in low tones, for half an hour, while the colonel re- 
ceived the reports of his adjutant, the surgeon, and the old and the new 
officer of the day. Then any matters affecting the discipline or in- 
struction or general interests of the command were brought up; both 
sides of the question were presented, if question arose ; the decision 
was rendered then and there, and the officers were dismissed for the 
day with the customary “That’s all, gentlemen.” They left the office 
well knowing that only in the event of some sudden emergency would 
they be called thither again or’disturbed in their daily vocations until - 
the same hour on the following morning. Meantime, they must, be 
‘ about their work : drills, if weather permitted ; stable-duty, no matter 
what the weather; garrison courts, boards of survey, the big general 
court that was perennially dispensing justice at the post, and the lon, 
list of minor but none the less exacting demands on the time an 
attention of the subalterns and company commanders, The colonel 
was a strict, even severe, disciplinarian, but he was cool, deliberate, and 
just. He “worked” his officers, and thereby incurred the criticism of 
a few, but held the respect of all. He had been a splendid cavalry- 
commander in the field of all others where his sterling qualities were 
sure to find responsive appreciation in his officers and men,—on active 
and stirring campaigns against the Indians,—and among his own regi- 
ment he knew that deep in their hearts the —th respected and 
believed in him, even when they growled at garrison exactions which 
seemed uncalled for. The infantry officers knew less of him as a ster- 
ling campaigner, and were not so well pleased with his discipline. It 
was all right for him to “ rout out” every mother’s son in the cavalry 
at reveille, because all the cavalry officers had to go to stables soon 
afterwards,—that was all they were fit for,—but what on earth was the 
use of getting them—the infantry—out of their warm beds before 
sunrise on a wintry morning and having no end of roll-calls and such 
things through the day, “just to keep them busy”? The real objection 
—the main objection—to the colonel’s system was that it kept a large 
number of officers, most of whom were educated gentlemen, hammer- 
ing all day long at an endless routine of trivial duties, allowing actually 
no time in which they could read, study, or improve their minds; but, 
as ill luck would have it, the three young gentlemen who decided to 
present to the colonel this view of the case had been devoting what 
spare time ‘they could find to a lively game of poker down at “the 
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store,” and their petition for “ more time to themselves” brought down ° 
a reply from the oracular lips of the commander that became immortal 
on the frontier and made the petitioners nearly frantic. For a week 
the trio was the butt of all the wits at Fort Warrener. And yet the en- 
tire commissioned force felt that they were being kept at the grindstone 
because of the frivolity of these few youngsters, and they did not like 
it. All the same the cavalrymen stuck up for their colonel, and the in- 
fantrymen respected him, and the matinées were business-like and profit- 
able. They were rarely unpleasant in any feature; but this particular 
morning—two days after the arrival of Mrs. Rayner and her sister— 
there had been a scene of somewhat dramatic interest, and the groups 
of officers in breaking up and going away could discuss nothing else. 
The colonel had requested one of their number to remain, as he wished 
to speak to him further; and that man was Lieutenant Hayne. 

Seven years had that young gentleman been a second lieutenant 
of the regiment of infantry a detachment of which was now stationed 
at Warrener. Only this very winter had promotion come to him; 
and, of all companies in the regiment, he was gazetted to the first- 
lieutenancy of Captain Rayner’s. For a while the regiment when by 
itself could talk of little else. Mr. Hayne had spent three or four 
years in the exile of a little “‘two-company post” far up in the moun- 
tains. Except the officers there stationed, none of his comrades had 
seen him during that time. No one of them would like to admit that 
he would care to see him. And yet, when once in a while they got to 
talking among themselves about him, and the question was sometimes 
confidentially asked of comrades who came down on leave from that 
isolated station, “ How is Hayne doing?” or, “ What is Hayne doing ?” 
the language in which he was referred to grew by degrees far less 
truculent and confident than it had been when he first went thither. 
Officers of other regiments rarely spoke to the “ Riflers” of Mr. Hayne. 
Unlike one or two others of their arm of the service, this ‘particular: 
regiment of foot held the affairs of its officers as regimental property 
in which outsiders had no concern. If they had di ents, they 
were kept to themselves; and even in a case which in its day had at- 
tracted wide-spread attention the Riflers had long since learned to shun 
all talk outside. It was evident to other commands that the Hayne 
affair was a sore point and one on which they preferred silence. And 
yet it was getting to be whispered around that. the Riflers were by no 
means so unanimous as they had been in their opinion of this very 
officer. They were becoming divided among themselves ; and what com- 
plicated matters was the fact that those who felt their views under- 
going a reconstruction were compelled to admit that just in proportion 
as the case of Mr. Hayne rose in their estimation the reputation of an- 
other officer was bound to suffer ; and that officer was Captain Rayner. 

Between these two men not a word had been exchanged for five 
years,—not a single word ‘since the day when, with ashen face and 
broken accents, but with stern purpose in every syllable, Lieutenant 
Hayne, standing in the presence of nearly all the officers of his regi- 
ment, had hurled this prophecy in his adversary’s. teeth: “Though 
it take me years, I will live it down despite you; and you will wish 
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’ to God you had bitten out your perjured tongue before ever you told the 
lie that wrecked me.” —- 

No wonder there was talk, and lots of it, in the “ Riflers” and all 
through the garrison when Rayner’s first lieutenant suddenly threw up 
his commission and retired to the mines he had located in Montana, 
and Hayne, the “senior second,” was promoted to the vacancy. Specu- 
lation as to what would be the result was given a temporary rest by 
the news, that War Department orders had granted the subaltern six 
months’ leave,—the first he had sought in as many years. It was 
known that he had gone East; but hardly had he been away a fort- 
night when there came the trouble with the Cheyennes at the reserva- 
tion,—a leap for liberty by some fifty of the band, and an immediate 
rush of the cavalry in pursuit. There were some bloody atrocities, as 
there always are. All the troops in the department were ordered to be 
in readiness for instant service, while the officials eagerly watched the 
reports to see which way the desperate band would turn; and the next 
heard of Mr. Hayne was the news that he had thrown up his leave 
and had hurried out to join his company the moment the Eastern 

apers told of the trouble. It was all practically settled by the, time 
fe reached the department; but the spirit and intent of his action 
could not be doubted. And now here he was at Warrener. That v 
morning during the matinée he had entered the office unannounced, 
walked up to the desk of the commander, and, while every. voice but 
his in the room was stilled, he quietly spoke : 

“Permit me to introduce myself, colonel—Mr. Hayne, I desire 
to relinquish my leave of absence and report for duty.” 

The colonel quickly arose and extended his hand : 

“ Mr. Hayne, I am especially glad to see you and to thank you here 
for all your care and kindness to our men. The doctor tells me that 
many of them would have had to suffer the loss of noses and ears, even 
of hands and feet in some cases, but for your attention. Major Stannard 
will add his thanks to mine when he returns. Take a seat, sir, for the 

resent. You are acquainted with the officers of your own regiment, 
oubtless. Mr. Billings, introduce Mr. Hayne to ours.” 

Whereat the adjutant courteously greeted the new-comer, presented a 
small party of yellow-strapped shoulders, and then drew him into earnest 
talk about the adventure of the train. It was noticed that Mr. Hayne 
neither by word nor glance gave the slightest recognition of the presence 
of the officers of his own regiment, and that they as studiously avoided 
him. One or two of their number had, indeed, risen and stepped for- 
ward, as though to offer him the civil greeting due to one of their own 
cloth ; but i¢ was with evident doubt of the result. They reddened 
when he met their: tentative—which was that of a gentleman—with a 
cold look of utter repudiation. He did not choose to see them, and, of 
course, that’ ended it. 

Nor was his greeting hearty among the cavalrymen. There were 
only a few present, as most of the —th were still out in the field and 
marching slowly homeward. The introductions. were courteous and 
formal, there was even constraint among some two or three, but there 
was civility and an evident desire to refer to his services in behalf of 
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their men. All such attempts, however, Mr. Hayne waved aside by 
an immediate change of the subject. It was plain that to them, too, 
he had the manner of a man who was at odds with the world and 
desired to make no friends. 

The colonel quickly noted the general silence and constraint, and 
resolved to shorten it as much as possible. Dropping his pen, he 
wheeled around in his chair with determined cheerfulness : 

“ Mr. Hayne, you will need a day or two to look about before you 
select quarters and get ready for work, I presume.” 

“Thank you, colonel. No, sir. I shall move in this afternoon and 

be on duty to-morrow morning,” was the calm reply. 
There was an awkward pause fora moment. The officers looked 
blankly from one to another, and then began craning their necks to 
search for the post quartermaster, who sat an absorbed listener. Then 
the colonel spoke again : 

“I appreciate your promptness, Mr. Hayne; but we you considered 
that in choosing quarters according to your rank you will necessarily 
move somebody out? We are crowded now, and nt of your juniors 
are married, and the ladies will want time to pack. 

An anxious silence again. . Captain Rayner was ing at his boot- 
toes and trying to appear utterly indifferent ; others leaned forward, as 
though eager to hear the answer. A faint smile crossed Mr. Hayne’ 8 
features: he seemed rather to enjoy the situation: 

“I have considered, colonel. I shall turn nobody out, and nobody 
need be incommoded in the least.” 

“Oh! then you will share quarters with some of the bachelors?” 
asked the colonel, with evident relief. ; 

“No, sir;’ ’ and the answer was stern in tone, though perfectly 
respectful : «T shall live as I have lived for years,—utterly alone.” 

One could have heard a pin drop in the office,—even on the matted 
floor. The colonel half rose: 

“Why, Mr. Hayne, there is not a vacant set of quarters in the 
garrison. You will have to move some one out if you decide to live 
alone.” 

“There may be no quarters in the post, sir, but, if you will permit 
me, I can live near my company and yet in officers’ quarters.” 

“ How so, sir?” 

“In the house out there on the edge of the garrison, facing the 
prairie. It is within stone’s-throw of the | barracks of Company B, and 
is exactly like those built for the officers in here along the parade. % 

“ Why, Mr. Hayne, no officers ever lived there. It is utterly out 
of the way and isolated. I believe it was built for the sutler years ago, 
but was bought in by the government afterwards. —Who lives there 
now, Mr. Quartermaster ” 

“No one, sir. It is being used as a tailors’ shop; half a dozen of 
the company tailors work there ; but I can send them back to their own 
barracks. . The house is in good renair, and, as Mr. Hayne says, exactly 
like those built for officers’ use.”? 

“ And you mean you want to live there, alone, Mr. Hayne?” 

“T do, sir,—exactly.” 
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The colonel turned sharply to his desk once more. The strained 
silence continued a moment. Then he faced his officers: 

“Mr. Hayne, will you remain a few moments? I wish to speak 
with you.—Gentlemen, that is all this morning.” And so the meeting 
adjourned, 

While many of the cavalry officers strolled into the — 
club- and reading-room, it was noticed that their comrades of the in- 
fantry lost no time at intermediate points, but took the shortest road to 
the row of brown cottages known as the officers’ quarters. The feeling 
of constraint that had settled upon all was still apparent in the group 
that entered the club-room, and for a moment no one spoke. There 
was a general settling into easy-chairs and picking up of newspapers 
without reference to age or date. No one seemed to want to say any- 
thing, and yet every one felt it necessary to have some apparent excuse 
for becoming absorbed in other matters. This was so evident to Lieu- 
tenant Blake that he speedily burst into a laugh,—the first that had been 
heard,—and when two or three heads Popped out from behind their 
printed screens to inquire into the cause of his mirth, that light-hearted 


entleman was seen sprawling his long legs apart and gazing out of the 
‘indie after the pe se of Leatepaath. <i " 
“What do you see that’s so intensely funny?” growled one of the 
elders among the dragoons. i 
“ Nothing, old mole,—nothing,” said Blake, turning suddenly about. 
“Tt looks too much like a funeral procession for fun. Wh 


at ’m 
chuckling at is the absurdity of our coming in here like so many mutes 
in weepers. It’s none of our funeral.” 

“Strikes me the situation is damned awkward,” growled “the 
mole” again. “ Here’s a fellow comes in who’s cut by his regiment 
and has placed ours. under lasting obligation before he gets inside the 

ost.’ 

“Well, does any man here know the rights and wrongs of the case, 
anyhow ?” said a tall, bearded captain as he threw aside the paper which 
he had not been reading, and rose impatiently to his feet. “It seems to 
me, from the little I’ve heard of Mr. Hayne and the little I’ve seen, 
that there is a broad variation between facts and appearances. He looks 
like a gentleman.” 

“No one does know anything more of the matter than was known 
at the time of the court-martial five years ago,” answered “ the mole.” 
“Of course you have heard all about that; and m rience is that 
when a body of officers and gentlemen find, after ee ialihieradian on 
the evidence, that another has been guilty of conduct unbecoming an 
officer and a gentleman, the chances are a hundred to one he has 
doing something disreputable, to say the least.” 

“Then why wasn’t he dismissed?” queried a young lieutenant. 
“The law says he must be.” 

1“ That’s right, Dolly: pull your Ives and Benét on ’em, and show 
you know all about military law and courts-martial,” said the captain, 
crushingly. “It’s one thing for a court to sentence, and another for 
the President to approve. Hayne was dismissed, so far as a court 
could do it, but the President remitted the whole thing.” 
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“There-was more to it than that, though, and you know it, Bux- 
ton,” said Blake. “ Neither the department commander nor General 
Sherman thought the evidence conclusive, and they said so,—especially 
old Gray Fox. And you ask any of these fellows here now whether 
they believe Hayne was really guilty, and I’ll bet you that eight out of 
ten will flunk at the question.” 

“And yet they all cut him dead. That’s prima facie evidence of 
what they think.” 

“Cut be blowed! By gad, if any man asked me to testify on oath 
as to where the cut lay, I should say he had cut them. Did you see 
how he ignored Foster and Graham this morning ?” : 

“T did; and I thought it damned ungentlemanly in him. Those 
fellows did the proper thing, and he ought to have acknowledged it,” 
broke in a third officer. 

“T’m not defending that point; the Lord knows he has done 
nothing to encourage civility with his own people; but there are two 
sides to every story, and I asked their adjutant last fall, when there was 
some talk of his company’s being sent here, what Hayne’s status was, 
and he told me. There isn’t a squarer man or sounder soldier in the 
army than the adjutant of the Riflers; and he said that it was Hayne’s 
stubborn pride that more, than anything else stood in the way of his 
restoration to social standing. He had made it a rule that every one 
who was not for him was against him, and refused to admit any man to 
his society who would not first come to him of his own volition and say 
he believed him utterly innocent. As that involved the necessity of their 
looking upon Rayner as either perjured or grossly and persistently 
mistaken, no one felt called upon to do it. Guilty or innocent, he has 
lived the life of a Pariah ever since.” 

“ IT wanted to open-out to him, to-day,” said Captain Gregg, “ but 
the moment I began to speak of his great kindness to our men he froze 
as stiff as Mulligan’s ear. What was the use? I simply couldn’t 
thaw an icicle. What made him so effective in getting the frost out of 
them was his capacity for absorbing it into his own system.” 

“Well, here, gentlemen,” said Buxton, impatiently, “we've got to 
face this thing sooner or later, and may as well do it now. I know 
Rayner, and like him, and don’t believe he’s the kind of man to wilfully 
wrong another. I don’t know Mr. Hayne, and Mr. Hayne apparently 
don’t want to know me. J think that where a man has been convicted 
of dishonorable—disgraceful conduct and is cut by, his whole regiment 
it is our business to back the regiment, not the man. Now the question 
is, where shall we draw the line in this case? It’s none of our funeral, 
as Blake says, but ordinarily it would be our duty to call upon this 
officer. Shall we do it, now that he is in Coventry, or shall we leave 
him to his own devices ?” 

“T’ll answer for myself, Buxton,” said Blake, “and you can do as 
you please. Except that one thing, and the not unusual frivolities of a 
youngster that occurred previous to his trial, I understand that his 
character has been above reproach. So far as I can learn, he is a far 
more reputable character than I am, and a better officer than most of us. 
Growl all you want to, comrades mine: ‘it’s a way we have in the 
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army,’ and I like it. So long as I include myself in these malodorous 
comparisons, you needn’t swear. It is my conviction that the Riflers 
in say he was guilty to-day if they hadn’t said so five years ago. 
It is my information that he has paid every cent of the damages, 
whether he caused them or not, and it is my intention to go and call 
upon Mr. Hayne as soon as he’s settled. I don’t propose to influence 
any man in his action; and excuse me, Buxton, I think you did.” 

The captain looked wrathful. Blake was an oddity, of ‘whom he 
rather stood in awe, for there was no mistaking the popularity and 
respect in which he was held in his own regiment. The —th was 
somewhat remarkable for being emphatically an “outspoken crowd,” 
and for some years, thanks to a leaven of strong and truthful men in 
whom this trait was pronounced and sustained, it had grown to be the 
custom of all but a few of the officers to discuss pret and fully all 
matters of regimental policy and utterly to discountenance covert action 
of any kind. Blake was thoroughly popular, and generally res \ 
despite a tendency to rant and rattle on most occasions. Nevertheless, 
there were signs of dissent as to the line of action he proposed, though 
it were only for his own guidance. 

“And how do you suppose Rayner and the Riflers generally will 
regard your calling on their black sheep?” asked Buxton, after a 

use. . 
“T don’t know,” said Blake, more seriously, and with a tone 
of concern. “I like Rayner, and have found most of those fellows 
thorough gentlemen and good friends. This will test the question 
thoroughly. I believe most of them, except of course Rayner, would 
do the same were they in my place. At all events, I mean to see.” 

“What are you going to do, Gregg?” asked “ the’mole,” wheeling 
suddenly on his brother troop-commander. : 

“T don’t know,” said Gregg, doubtfully. “I think Tl ask the 
colonel.” 

“ What do you suppose he means to do?” 

“T don’t know again ; but I’ll bet we all know as soon as he makes 
up his mind ; and he is making up his mind now,—or he’s made it up, 
for there goes Mr. Hayne, and here comes the orderly. Something’s up 
already.” 

Every head was turned to the door-way as the orderly’s step was . 
heard in the outer hall, and every voice stilled to hear the message, it 
was so unusual for the commanding officer to send for one of his sub- 
ordinates after the morning meeting. The soldier tapped at the panel, 
and at the prompt “Come in” pushed it partly open and stood with one 
yh hand resting on the knob, the other raised to his cap-visor 
in salute. 

“ Lieutenant Blake?” he asked, as he glanced around. 

“ What is it?” asked Blake, stepping quickly from the window. 

“The commanding officer’s compliments, sir, and could he see the 
lieutenant one minute before the court meets?” 

“Coming at once,” said Blake, as he pushed his way through the 
chairs, and the orderly faced about and disappeared. 

“T’ll bet it’s about Hayne,” was the apparently unanimous senti- 
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ment as the cavalry party broke up and scattered for the morning’s 
duties. Some waited purposely to hear. 

The adjutant alone stood in the colonel’s presence as Blake knocked 
and entered. All others had gone. There was a moment’s hesita- 
tion, and the colonel paused and looked his man over before he spoke : 

“You will excuse my sending for you, Mr. Blake, when I tell you 
that it is a matter that has to be decided at once. In this case you 
will consider, too, that I want you to say yes or no exactly as you 
would to a comrade of your own grade. If you were asked to meet 
Mr. Hayne at any other house in the garrison than mine, would you 
desire to accept? You are aware of all the circumstances, the adjutant 
tells me.” 

. 5. I am, sir, and have just announced my intention of calling upon 
im.” 

“Then will you dine with us this evening to meet Mr. Hayne?” 

“T will do so with pleasure, sir.” ; 

* * x * * * * * * * 

It could hardly have been an hour afterwards when Mrs. Rayner 
entered the library in her cosey home and found Miss Travers enter- 
taining herself with a book. . 

“Have you written to Mr. Van Antwerp this morning?” she 
asked. “I thought that was what you came here for.” 

“T did mean to, but Mrs. Waldron has been here, and I was in- 
terrupted.” 

“Tt is fully fifteen minutes since she left, Nellie. You might have 
written two or three pages already ; and you know that all manner of 
visitors will be coming in by noon.” 

“T was just thinking over something she told me. I'll write 
presently.” 

“Mrs. Waldron is a woman who talks about everything and every- _ 
body. I advise you to listen to her no more than you can help. What 
was it she told you?” 

Miss Travers smiled roguishly: “ Why should you want to know, 
Kate, if you disapprove of her revelations ?” 

“Oh,” with visible annoyance, “it is to—I wanted to know so as 
to let you see that it was something unfounded, as usual.” 

“She said she had just been told that the colonel was going to give 
a dinner-party this evening to Mr. Hayne.” 

“ What ?” . 

“‘ She—said—she—had—just—been—told—that—the colonel—was 
going—to give—a dinner-party—this evening—to Mr.——Hayne.” 

“ Wao told her?” 

“ Kate, I didn’t ask.” 

“Who are invited? None of ours?” 

“ Kate, I don’t know.” 

“Where did she say she had heard it ?” 

“She didn’t say.” 

Mrs. Rayner paused one moment, irresolute: ‘“ Didn’t she tell you — 
anything more about it?” : 

“Nothing, sister mine. Why should you feel such an interest in 
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what Mrs. Waldron says, if she’s such a gossip ? And Miss Travers 
was evidently having hard work to keep from laughing outright. 

“You had better write your letter,” said her big sister, and flounced 
suddenly out of the room and up the stairs. 

A moment later she was at the parlor door with a wrap thrown over 
her shoulders: “ If Captain Rayner comes in, tell him I want particu- 
larly to see him before Ee goes out again.” ; 

“Where are you going, Kate?” 

“Oh, just over to Mrs. Waldron’s a moment.” 


IV. 


Facing the broad, bleak prairie, separated from it only by a rough, 
unpainted picket fence, and flanked by uncouth structures of pine, one 
of which was used as a storehouse for quartermaster’s property, the 
other as the post-trader’s depository for skins: and furs, there stood the 
frame cottage which Mr. Hayne had chosen as his home. As has been 
said, it was precisely like those built for the subaltern officers, so far as . - 
material, plan, and dimensions were concerned. The locality made the 
vast difference which really existed. Theirs stood all in a row, fronting 
the grassy level of the parade, surrounded by verandas, bordering on a 
well-kept gravel path and an equally well graded drive. Clear, spark- 
ling water rippled in tiny acequias through the front yards of each, and 
so furnished the moisture needed for the life of various little shrubs 
and flowering plants. The surroundings were at least “sociable,” and 
there was companionship and jollity, with an occasional tiff to keep 
things lively. The married officers, as a rule, had chosen their quarters 
farthest from the entrance-gate and nearest those of the colonel com- 
manding. The bachelors, except the two or three who were old in the 
service and had “rank” in lieu of encumbrances, were all herded to- 
gether along the eastern end, a situation that had disadvantages as con- 
nected with duties which required the frequent presence of the occupants 
at the court-martial rooms or at head-quarters, and that was correspond- 
ingly far distant from the barracks of the soldiers. It had its recom- 
mendations in being convenient to the card-room and _billiard-tables at 
“the store,” and in embracing within its limits one house which pos- 
sessed mysterious interest in the eyes of every woman and most of the 
men in the garrison: it was said to be haunted. 

A say He man was the post quartermaster when the rumor 
came out from the railway-station that Mr. Hayne had arrived and was 
coming to report for duty. As a first lieutenant he would have choice 
of ig over every second lieutenant in the garrison : there were ten 
_ of these young gentlemen, and four of the ten were married. Every 

set of quarters had its occupants, and Hayne could move in nowhere, 
unless as occupant of a rvom or two in the house of some comrade, 
without first compelling others to move out. This proceeding would 
. lead to vast discomfort, occurring as it would in the dead of winter, 
and the youngsters were naturally perturbed in spirit,—their wives 
especially so. What made the prospects infinitely worse was the fact 
that the cavalry bachelors were already living in a house: the 
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only spare rooms were in the quarters of the second lieutenants of 
. the infantry, and they were not on speaking-terms with Mr. Hayne. 
Everything, therefore, pointed to the probability of his “displacing” 
a junior, who would in turn displace somebody else, and so they 
would go tumbling like a row of bricks until the lowest and last was 
reached. All this would involve no end of worry for the quarter- 
master, who even under the most favorable circumstances is sure to 
be the least appreciated and most abused officer under the comman- 
dant himself, and that worthy was simply agasp with relief and joy 
when he heard Mr. Hayne’s astonishing announcement that he would 
take the quarters out on “ Prairie Avenue.” 

It was the talk of the garrison all that day. The ladies, especially, 
had a good deal to say, because many of the men seemed averse to ex- 
pressing their views. “Quite the proper thing for Mr. Hayne to do,” 
was the apparent opinion of the majority of the young wives and 
mothers. As a particularly kind and considerate thing it was not re- 
marked by one of them, though that view of the case went not entirely 
unrepresented. In choosing to live there Mr. Hayne separated himself 
from companionship. That, said some of the commentators,—men 
as well as women,—he simply accepted as the virtue of necessity, and 
so there was nothing to commend in his action. But Mr. Hayne was 
said to possess an eye for the picturesque and beautiful. If so, he 
deliberately condemned himself to the daily contemplation of a treeless 
barren, streaked in occasional shallows with dingy patches of snow, 
ornamented only in spots by abandoned old hats, boots, or tin cans 
blown beyond the jurisdiction of the garrison police-parties. A line 
of telegraph-poles was all that intervened between his fence and the 
low-lying hills of the eastern horizon. Southeastward lay the distant 
roofs and the low, squat buildings of the frontier town ; southward the 
shallow valley of the winding creek in which lay the long line of 
stables for the cavalry and the great stacks of hay; while the row on. 
which he chose to live—“ Prairie Avenue,” as it was termed—was far 
worse at his end of it than at the other. It covered the whole eastern 
front. The big, brown hospital building stood at the northern end. 
Then came the quarters of the surgeon and his assistants, then the. 
snug home of the post trader, then the “store” and its scattering 
appendages, then the entrance-gateway, then a broad vacant space, 
through which the wind swept like a hurricane, then the little shanty 
of the trader’s fur house 4 one or two hovel-like structures used by 
the tailors and cobbler of the adjacent infantry companies. Then came 
the cottage itself: south of it stood the quartermaster’s store-room, 
back of which lay an extension filled with ordnance stores, then other 
and similar sheds devoted to commissary supplies, the post butcher- 
shop, the saddler’s shop, then big coal-sheds, and then the brow of the 
bluff, down which at a steep ia plunged the road to the stables. It 
was as unprepossessing a place for a home as ever was chosen by a man 
of education or position; and Mr. Hayne was possessed of both. 

In garrison, despite the flat parade, there was a grand expanse of 
country to be seen stretching away towards the snow-covered Rockies. 
There was life and the sense of neighborliness to one’s kind. Out on 
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Prairie Avenue all was wintry desolation, except when twice each day 
the cavalry officers went plodding by on their way to and from the 
stables, muffled up in their fur caps and coats, and hardly distinguish- . 
able from so many bears, much less from one another. 

And yet Mr. Hayne smiled not unhappily as he glanced from his 
eastern window at this group of burly warriors the oon succeed- 
ing his dinner at the colonel’s. He had been busy all day long un- 
packing books, book-shelves, some few pictures which he loved, and his 
simple, soldierly outfit of household goods, and getting them into shape. 
His sole assistant was a Chinese servant, who worked rapidly and well, 
and who seemed in no wise dismayed by the bleakness of their sur- 
roundings. If anything, he was disponed to grin and indulge in high- 
pitched commentaries in “ pidgin English” upon the unaccustomed 
amount of room. His master had been restricted to two rooms and a 
kitchen during the two years he had served him. Now they had a 
house to themselves, and more rooms than they knew what to do with. 
The quartermaster had sent a detail of men to put up the stoves and 
move out the rubbish left by the tailors; “Sam” had worked vigor- 
ously with soft soap, hot water, and a big mop in sprucing up the 
rooms ; the adjutant had sent a little note during the morning, saying 
that the colonel would be glad to order him any men he needed to put 
the quarters in proper shape, and that Captain Rayner had expressed 
his readiness to send a detail from the company to unload and unpack 
his boxes, etc., to which Mr. Hayne replied in person that he thanked 
the commanding officer for his thoughtfulness, but that he had very 
little to unpack, and needed no assistance beyond that already afforded 
by the quartermaster’s men. Mr. Billings could not help noting that 
he made no allusion to that part of the letter which spoke of Captain 
Rayner’s offer. It increased his respect for Mr. Hayne’s perceptive 

owers. 
. While every officer of the infantry battalion was ready to admit 
that Mr. Hayne had rendered invaluable service to the men of the cav- 
alry regiment, they were not so unanimous in their opinion as to how 
it should be acknowledged and requited by its officers. No one was 
prepared for the announcement that the colonel had asked him to dinner 
and that Blake and Billings were to meet him. Some few of their 
number thought it: going too far, but no one quite coincided with the 
vehement declaration of Mrs. Rayner that it was an outrage and an 
affront aimed at the regiment in general and at Captain Rayner in par- 
ticular. She was an energetic woman when aroused, and there was no 
doubt of her being very much aroused as she sped from house to house 
to see what the other ladies thought of it. Rayner’s wealth and Mrs. 
Rayner’s qualities had made her an undoubted though not always popu- 
lar leader in all social matters in the Riflers, She was an authority, so 
to speak, and one who knew it. Already there had been some points 
on which she had differed with the colonel’s wife, and it was plain to all 
that it was a difficult thing for her to come down from being the author- 
ity—the leader of the social element of a*garrison—and fom the po- 
sition of second or third importance which she had been accorded when 
first assigned to the station, There were many, indeed, who asserted 
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that it was because she found her new position unbearable that she 
decided on her long visit to the East and departed thither before the 
Riflers had been at Warrener a month. The colonel’s wife had greeted 
her and her lovely sister with charming grace on their arrival two days 
previous to the stirring event of the dinner, and every one was looking 
forward to a probable series of pleasant entertainments by the two 
households, even while wondering how long the entente cordiale would 
last,—when the colonel’s invitation to Mr. Hayne brought on an im- 
mediate crisis. It is safe to say that Mrs. Rayner was madder than the 
captain her husband, who hardly knew how to take it. He was by no 
means the best liked officer in his regiment, nor the “deepest” and best 
informed, but he had a native shrewdness which helped him. He noted . 
even before his wife would speak of it to him the gradual dying out of 
the bitter feeling that had once existed at Hayne’s expense. He felt, 
though it hurt him seriously to make inquiries, that the man whom 
he had practically crushed and ruined in the long ago was slowly but 
surely gaining strength even where he would not make friends. Worse 
than all, he was beginning to doubt the evidence of his own senses as 
the years receded, and unknown to any soul on earth, even his wife, 
there was growing up deep down in his heart a gnawing, insidious, ever- 
festering fear that after all, after all, he might have been mistaken. 
And yet on the sacred oath of a soldier and a gentleman, against the most 
searching cross-examination, again and again had he most confidently and 
positively declared that he had both seen and heard the fatal interview on 
which the whole case hinged. And as to the exact language employed, 
he alone of those within earshot had lived to testify for or against the ac- 
cused : of the five soldiers who stood in that now celebrated group, three 
were shot to death within the hour. He was growing nervous, irritable, 
haggard ; he was getting to hate the mere mention of the case. The pro- 
motion of Hayne to his own company thrilled him with an almost super- 
stitious dismay. Were his words coming true? Was it the judgment of 
an offended God that his hideous pride, obstinacy, and old-time hatred 
of this officer were now to be revenged by daily, hourly contact with the 
victim of his criminal persecution? He had grown morbidly sensitive 
to any remarks as to Hayne’s having “ lived Sewn” the toils in which 
he had been encircled. Might he not “live down” the ensnarer? He 
dreaded to see him,—though Rayner was no coward,—and he feared 
day by day to hear of his restoration to fellowship in the regiment, and 
yet would have given half his wealth to bring it about, could it but have 
been accomplished without the dreadful admission, “I was wrong. 
was utterly wrong.” He had grown lavish in hospitality ; he had become 
almost aggressively open-handed to his comrades, and had sought to 
ress money upon men who in no wise needed it. He was as eager to 
end as some are to borrow, and his brother officers dubbed him “ Mi- 
das” not because everything he touched would turn to gold, but because 
he would intrude his gold upon them at every turn. There were some 
who borrowed ; and these he struggled not to let repay. He seemed to 
have an insane idea that if he could but get his regimental friends 
bound to him pecuniarily he could control their opinions and ac- 
tions. It was making him sick at heart, and it made him in secret 
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doubly vindictive and bitter against the man he had doomed to years 
of suffering. This showed out that very morning. Mrs. Rayner had 
begun to talk, and he turned fiercely upon her: 

“ Not a word on that subject, Kate, if you love me !—not even the 
mention of his name! I must have peace in my own house. It is 
enough to have to talk of it elsewhere.’ 

alk of it he had to. The major early that morning asked him, 
as they were going to the matinée,— 

“‘ Have you seen Hayne yet ?” 

“Not since he reported on the parade yesterday,” was the curt 
reply. 
Pr Well, I suppose you will send men to help him get those quarters 
in habitable shape?” 

“T will, of course, major, if he ask it. I don’t propose sending 
men to do such work for an officer unless the request come.” 

“ He is entitled to that.consideration, Rayner, and I think the men 
should be sent to him. He is hardly likely to ask.” 

“Then he is less likely to get them,” said the captain, shortly, for, 
except the post commander, he well knew that no officer could order it 
to he done. He was angry at the major for interfering. They were old 
associates, and had entered service almost at the same time, but his friend 
had the better luck in promotion and was now his battalion commander. 
Rayner made an excuse of stopping to speak with the officer of the 
day, and the major went on without him. He was a quiet old soldier: 
he wanted no disturbance with his troubled friend, and, like a sensible 
man, he turned the matter over to their common superior, in a very 
few words, before the arrival of the general audience. It was this that 
had caused the colonel to turn quietly to Rayner and say, in the most 
matter-of-fact way,— 

“Oh, Captain Rayner, I presume Mr. Hayne will need three or 
four men to help him get his quarters in shape. I suppose you have 
already thought to send them ?” 

And Rayner flushed, and stammered, “They have not gone yet, 
sir; but I had—thought of it.” 

Later, when the sergeant sent the required detail he reported to 
the captain in the company office in five minutes: “The lieutenant’s 
compliments and thanks, but he does not need the men.” 

The dinner at the colonel’s, quiet as it.was and with only eight at 
table, was an affair of almost momentous importance to Mr. Hayne, 
It was the first thing of the kind he had attended in five years; and 
though he well know that it was intended by the cavalry commander 
more especially as a recognition of the services rendered their suffering 
men, he could not but rejoice in the courtesy and tact with which he 
was received and entertained. The colonel’s wife, the adjutant’s, and 
those of two captains away with the field battalion, were the four ladies 
who were there to greet him when, escorted by Mr. Blake, he made 
his appearance. How long—how very long—it seemed to him since 
he had sat in the presence.of refined and attractive women and listened 
to their gay and animated chat! They seemed all such good -friends, 
they made him so thoroughly at home, and they showed so much tact 
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and ease, that never once did it seem apparent that they knew of his 
trouble in his own regiment; and yet there was no actual avoidance of, 
matters in which the Riflers were generally interested. It was mainly 
of his brief visit to the East, however, that they made him talk,—of the 
operas and theatres he had attended, the pictures he had seen, the music 
that was most popular; and when dinner was over their hostess led 
him to her piano, and he played and sang for them again and again. 
His voice was soft and sweet, and, though it was uncultivated, he sang 
with expression and grace, playing with more skill but less feeling and 
effect than he sang. Music and books had been the solace of lonely 
years, and he could easily see that he had pleased them with his songs. 
He went home to the dreary rookery out on Prairie Avenue and 
laughed at the howling wind. The bare grimy walls and the dim 
kerosene lamp, even Sam’s unmelodious snore in the back room, sent 
no gloom to his soul. It had been a happy evening. It had cost him 
a hard struggle to restrain the emotion which he had felt at times; 
and when he withdrew, soon after the trumpets sounded tattoo, and the 
ladies fell to discussing him, as women will, there was but one verdict, 
—his manners were perfect. : 

But the colonel said more than that. He had found him far better 
read than any other officer of his age he had ever met; and one and all 
they expressed the hope that they might see him frequently. No-wonder 
it was of momentous importance to him. It was the opening to a new 
life. It meant that here at least he had met soldiers and gentlemen 
and their fair and gracious wives who had welcomed him to their 
homes, and, though they must have known that a pall of suspicion and 
crime had overshadowed his past, they believed either that he was 
innocent of the grievous charge or that his years of exile and suffering 
had amply atoned. It was a happy evening indeed to him; but there 
was gloom at Captain Rayner’s. 

‘The captain himself had gone out soon after tattoo. He found that 
the parlor was filled with young visitors of both sexes, and he was in 
no mood for merriment. Miss Travers was being welcomed to the 
st in genuine army style, and was evidently enjoying it. Mrs. 
‘Rayner was flitting nervously in and out of the parlor with a cloud 
— her brow, and for once in her life compelled to preserve tem 
silence upon the subject uppermost in her thoughts. She had been 
forbidden to speak of it to her husband ; yet she knew he had gone out 
again with every probability of needing some one to talk to about the 
matter. She could not well broach the topic in the parlor, because she 
was not at all sure how Captain and Mrs. Gregg of the cavalry would 
take it ; and they were still there. She was a loyal wife; her husband’s 
quarrel was hers, and more too; and she was a woman of intuition 
even keener than that which we so readily accord the sex. She knew, 
and knew well, that a hideous doubt had been preying for a long time 
in her husband’s heart of hearts, and she knew still better that it would 
crush him to believe it was even suspected by any one else. Right or 
wrong, the one thing for her to do, she doubted not, was to maintain 
the original guilt against all comers, and to lose no opportunity of feed- 
ing the flame that consumed Mr. Hayne’s record and reputation. He 
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was guilty,—he must be guilty ; and though she was a Christian accord- 
. ing to her view of the case,—a pillar of the Church in matters of public 
charity and picturesque conformity to all the rubric ‘called for in the 
services, and much that it did not,—she was unrelenting in her condem- 
nation ‘of Mr. Hayne. To those who pointed out that he had made every 
atonement could make, she responded with the severity of conscious 
virtue that there could be no atonement without repentance, and no 
repentance without humility. Mr. Hayne’s whole attitude was that of 
stubborn pride and resentment ; his atonement was that enforced by the 
unanimous verdict of his comrades ; and even if it were so that he had 
more than made amends for his crime, the rules that held good for 
ordinary sinners were not applicable to an officer of the army. He 
must be a man above suspicion, incapable of wrong or fraud, and once 
stained he was forever ineligible as a gentleman. It was a subject on 
which she waxed declamatory rather too often, and the youngsters of 
her own regiment wearied of it. As Mr. Foster once expressed it in 
speaking of this very case, “ Mrs. Rayner can talk more charity and 
show less than any woman I know.” So long as her talk was aimed 
against any lurking tendency of their own to look upon Hayne as a 
possible martyr, it fell at times on unappreciative ears, and she was 
quick to see it and to choose her hearers; but here was a new phase,— 
one that might rouse the latent esprit de corps of the Riflers,—and she 
was bent on striking while the iron was hot. If anything would 
provoke unanimity of action and sentiment in the regiment, this public 
recognition by the cavalry, in their very presence, of the man they cut 
as a criminal, was the thing of all others to do it; and she meant to 
head the revolt. 

Possibly Gregg and his modest helpmeet discovered that there was 
something she desired to “spring” upon the meeting. The others present 
were all of the infantry ; and when Captain Rayner simply glanced in, 
spoke hurried good-evenings, and went as hurriedly out again, Gregg 
was sure of it, and marched his wife away. Then came Mrs. Rayner’s 
opportunity : 

“Tf it were not Captain Rayner’s house, I could not have been 
even civil to Captain Gregg. You heard what he said at the club this 
morning, I suppose?” 

In-one form or another, indeed, almost everybody had heard. The 
officers present maintained an embarrassed silence. Miss Travers 
looked reproachfully at her flushed sister, but to no purpose. At last 
one of the ladies remarked,— 

“Well, of course I heard of it, but—I’ve heard so many different 
versions. It seems to have grown somewhat since morning.’ 

“Tt sounds just like him, however,” said Mrs. Rayner, “and I 
made inquiry before speaking of it. He said he meant to invite Mr. 
Hayne to his house to-morrow evening, and if the infantry didn’t like 
it they could stay away.” > 

“Well, now, Mrs. Rayner,” protested Mr. Foster, “of course 
none of us heard what he said exactly, but it is my experience that 
no conversation was ever repeated without being ted, and I’ve 
known old Gregg for ever so long, and never heard him say a sharp 
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thing yet. Why, he’s the mildest-mannered fellow in the whole —th 
Cavalry. He would never get into such a snarl as that would bring 
about him in five minutes.” 

“ Well, he said he would do just as the colonel did, anyway,—we 
have that straight from cavalry authority,—and we all know what the 
colonel has done. He has chosen to honor Mr. Hayne in the presence 
of the officers who denounce him, and practically defies the opinion of 
the Riflers.” ; 

“ But, Mrs. Rayner, I did not understand Gregg’s remarks to be 
what you say, exactly. Blake told me that when asked by somebody 
whether he was going to call on Mr. Hayne, Gregg simply replied he 
didn’t know,—he would ask the colonel.” 

“Very well. That means, he proposes to be guided by the colonel, 
or nothing at all; and Captain Gregg is simply doing what the others 
will do. They say to us, in so many words, ‘ We prefer the society of 
your béte noire to your own.’ That’s the way I look at it,” said Mrs. 
Rayner, in deep excitement. 

It was evident that, though none were prepared to endorse so ex- 
treme a view, there was a strong feeling that the colonel had put an 
affront upon the Riflers by his open welcome to Mr. Hayne. He had 
been exacting before, and had caused a good deal of growling among the 
officers and comment among the women. They were ready to find 
fault, and here was strong provocation. Mr. Foster was a youth of 
unfortunate and unpopular propensities. He should have held his 
tongue, instead of striving to stem the tide. 

“T don’t uphold Hayne any more than you do, Mrs. Rayner, but 
it seems to me this is a case where the colonel has to make some ac- 
knowledgment of Mr. Hayne’s conduct——” 

“Very good. Let him write him a letter, then, thanking him in 
the name of the regiment, but don’t pick him up like this in the face 
of ours,” interrupted one of the juniors, who was seated near Miss 
Travers (a wise stroke of policy: Mrs. Rayner invited him to break- 
fast) ; and there was a chorus of approbation. 

“Well, hold on a moment,” said Foster. ‘ Hasn’t the colonel had 
every one of us to dinner more.or less frequently ?” 

“ Admitted. But what’s that to do with it ?” 

“Hasn’t he invariably invited each officer to dine with him in every 
case where an officer has arrived ?” 

“Granted. But what then?” . 

“Tf he broke the rule or precedent in Mr. Hayne’s case would 
he not practically be saying that he endorsed the views of the court- 
martial as opposed to those of the department commander, General ~ 
Sherman, the Secretary of War, the President of the United——” 

“Oh, make out your transfer papers, Foster. You ought to be in 
the cavalry or some other disputatious branch of the service,” burst in 
Mr. Graham. 

“T declare, Mr. Foster, I never thought you would abandon your 
colors,” said Mrs. Rayner. 

“T haven’t, madame, and you’ve no right to say so,” said Foster, in- 
dignantly. “TI simply hold that any attempt to work up a regimental 
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row out of this thing will make bad infinitely worse, and I deprecate 
the whole business.” : 

“‘T suppose you mean to intimate that Captain Rayner’s position 
and that of the regiment is bad,—all wrong,—that Mr. Hayne has 
been persecuted,” said Mrs. Rayner, with trembling lips and cheeks 
aflame. : 
“Mrs. Rayner, you are unjust,” said poor Foster. “I ought not 
to have undertaken to explain or defend the colonel’s act, perhaps, but 
I am not disloyal to my —— or my colors. What I want is to 
prevent further trouble; and I know that anything like a concerted 
resentment of the colonel’s invitation will lead to infinite harm.” 

“ You may cringe and bow and bear it if you choose; you may 
humble yourself to such a piece of insolence ; but rest assured there are 
plenty of men and women in the Riflers who won’t bear it, Mr. Foster ; 
and for one I won’t.” She had risen to her full height now, and her 
eyes were blazing. “For his own sake I trust the colonel will omit 
our names from the next entertainment he gives. Nellie shan’t——” 

“Oh, think, Mrs. Rayner !” interrupted one of the ladies; “they 
must give her a dinner or a reception.” 

“Indeed they shall not! I refuse to enter the door of people who 
have insulted my husband as they have.” 

“Hush! Listen !” said Mr. Graham, springing towards the door. 

There was wondering silence an instant. : 

“Tt is nothing but the trumpet sounding taps,” said Mrs. Rayner, 
hurriedly. 

But even as she spoke they rose to their feet. Muffled cries were 
heard, borne in on the night wind,—a shot, then another, down in the 
valley,—the’quick peal of the cavalry trumpet. 

“Tt isn’t taps. It’s fire!” shouted Graham from the door-way. 


“Come on !” 
V. 


Down in the valley south of the post a broad glare was: already 
shooting upward and illumining the sky. One among a dozen little 
shanties and log houses, the homes of the laundresses of the garrison 
and collectively known as Sudsville, was a mass of flames. There was 
a rush of officers across the parade, and the men, answering the alarum 
of the trumpet and the shots and shouts of the sentries, came tearing 
from their quarters and plunging down the hill. Among the first on 
the spot came the young men whi were of the party at Captain Ray- 
ner’s, and Mr. Graham was ahead of them all. It was mo to the 
most inexperienced eye that there was hardly anything left to save in 
or about the burning shanty. All efforts must be directed towards pre- 
venting the spread of the flames to those adjoining. Half-clad women 
and children were rushing about, shrieking with fright and excitement, 
and a few men were engaged in dragging household goods and furniture 
from those tenements not yet reached by the flames. Fire-apparatus 
there seemed to be none, though squads of men speedily appeared with 
ladders, axes, and buckets, brought from the different company quarters, 
and the arriving officers quickly formed the bucket-lines and water 
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dipped up from the icy creek began to fly from hand to hand. Before 
anything like this was fairly under way, a scene of semi-tragic, semi- 
comic intensity had been enacted in the presence of a rapidly gathering 
audience. “It was worth more than the price of admission to hear 
Blake tell it afterwards,” said the officers, later. 

A tall, angular woman, frantic with excitement and terror, was- 
dancing about in the ‘broad glare of the burning hut, tearing her hair, 
making wild rushes at the flames from time to time as though intent on 
dragging out some prized object that was being consumed before her 
eyes, and all the time keeping up a volley of maledictions and abuse in 
lavish Hibernian, apparently directed at a cowering object who sat in 
limp helplessness upon a little heap of fire-wood, swaying from side to 
side and moaning stupidly through the scorched and grimy hands in 
which his face was hidden. His clothing was still smoking in places ; 
his hair and beard were singed to the roots ; he was evidently seriously 
injured, and the sympathizing soldiers who had gathered around him 
after deluging him with snow and water were striving to get him to 
arise and go with them to the hospital. A little girl, not ten years 
old, knelt sobbing and terrified by his side. She, too, was scorched and 
singed, and the soldiers had-thrown rough blankets about her ; but it 
was for her father, not herself, she seemed worried to distraction. Some 
of the women were striving to reassure and comfort her in their homely 
fashion, ‘bidding her cheer up,—the father was only stupid from drink, 
and would be all right as soon as “the liquor was off of him.” But 
the little one was beyond consolation so long as he could not or would 
not speak in answer to her entreaties. 

All this time, never pausing for breath, shrieking anathemas on her 
drunken spouse, ae on her frightened child, and ‘invocations to 
all the blessed saints in heaven to reward the gintleman who had saved 
her hoarded money,—a smoking packet that she hugged to her breast, 
—Mrs. Clancy, “the saynior laundress of Company B,” as she had 
long styled herself, was prancing up and down through the gathering 
crowd, her shrill voice overmastering all other clamor. The vigorous 
efforts of: the men, directed by cool-headed officers, soon beat back the 
flames that were threatening the neighboring shanties, and levelled to 
the ground what remained of Private Clancy’s home. The fire was 
extinguished almost as rapidly as it began, but the torrent of Mrs. 
Clancy’s eloquence was still unstemmed. The adjurations of sympa- 
thetic sisters to “ Howld yer whist,” the authoritative admonition: of 
some old sergeant to “Stop your infernal noise,” and the half-maudlin 
yet appealing glances of her suffering lord were all insufficient to check 
her. It was not until the quiet tones of the colonel were heard that she 
began to cool down : “ We’ve had enough of this, Mrs. Clancy : be still, 
now, or we'll have to send you to the hospital in the coal-cart.” Mrs. 
Clancy knew that the colonel was a man of few words, and believed him 
to be one of less sentiment. She was afraid of him, and concluded it 
time to cease threats and abuse and come down to the more effective réle 
of wronged and suffering womanhood,—a feat which sh€ accomplished 
with the consummate ease of long practice, for the rows in the Clancy 
household were matters of garrison notoriety. The surgeon, too, had 
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come, and, after quick examination of Clancy’s condition, had directed 
him to be taken at once to the hospital ; and thither his little daughter 
insisted on following him, despite the efforts of some of the women to 
detain her and dress her properly. 
Before returning to his quarters the colonel desired to know some- 
thing of the origin of the fire. There was testimony enough and to 
spare. Every woman in Sudsville had a theory to express, and was 
to be heard at once and to the exclusion of all others. It was 
not until he had summarily ordered them to go to their homes and not 
come near him that the colonel managed to get aclear statement from 
some of the men. 

Clancy had been away all the evening, drinking as usual, and Mrs. 
Clancy was searching about Sudsville as much for sympathy and 
listeners as for him. Little Kate, who knew her father’s haunts, had 
guided him home, and was striving to get him to his little sleeping- 
corner before her mother’s return, when in his drunken helplessness he 
fell against the table, overturning the kerosene lamp, and the curtains 

‘were all aflame in an instant. It was just after taps—or ten o’clock— 
when Kate’s shrieks aroused the inmates of Sudsville and started the 
cry of “Fire.” The flimsy structure of pine boards burned like so 
much tinder, and the child and her stupefied father had been dragged 
forth only in time to save their lives. The little one, after giving the 
alarm, had rushed again into the house and was tugging at his senseless 
form when rescue came for both,—none too soon. As for Mrs. Clancy, 
at the first note of danger she had rushed screaming to the spot, but 
only in time to see the whole interior ablaze and to howl frantically 
for some man to save her money,—it was all in the green box under 
the bed. For husband and child she had for the moment no thought. 
They were safely out of the fire by the time she got there, and she 
screamed and fought like a fury against the men who held her back 
when she would have plunged into the midst of it. It took buta 
minute for one or two men to burst through the flimsy wall with axes, 
to rescue the burning box and knock off the lid. It was a sight to see 
when the contents were handed to her. She knelt, wept, prayed, counted. 
over bill after bill of smoking, steaming greenbacks, until suddenly 
recalled to her senses by the eager’ curiosity and the remarks of some 
of her fellow-women. That she kept-money and a good deal of it in 
her quarters had long been suspected and as fiercely denied; but no 
one had dreamed of such a sum as was revealed. in her frenzy she 
had shrieked that the savings of her lifetime were burning,—that 
there was over three thousand dollars in the box; but she hid her 
treasure and gasped and stammered and swore she was talking “ wild- 
like.” “They was nothing but twos and wans,” she vowed ; yet there 
were women there who fall that they had seen tens and twenties as 
she hurried them through her trembling fingers, and Sudsville gossiped - 
and talked for two hours after she was led away, still moaning and 
shivering, to the bedside of poor Clancy, who was the miserable cause 
of it all. The colonel listened to the stories with such patience 4s could 
be accorded to witnesses who desired to give prominence to their per- 
sonal exploits in subduing the flames and rescuing: life and property. 
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It was not until he and the group of officers with him had been en- 
gaged some moments in taking testimony that something was elicited 
which caused a new sensation. 

It was not by the united efforts of Sudsville that Clancy and Kate 
had been d from the flames, but by the individual dash and de- 
termination of a single man: there was no discrepancy here, for the 
ten or a dozen who were wildly rushing about the house made no effort 
to burst into it until a young soldier leaped through their midst into 
the blazing door-way, was seen to throw a blanket over some object 
within, and the next minute appeared again, dragging a body through 
the flames. Then,they had sprung to his aid, we between them Kate 
and “the ould man” were lifted into the open air. A moment later he 
had handed Mrs. Clancy her packet of money, and—they hadn’t seen 
him since. He was an officer, said they,—a new one. They thought 
it must be the new lieutenant of Company B; and the colonel looked 
quickly around and said a few words to his adjutant, who started up 
the hill forthwith. A group of officers and ladies were standing at the 
brow of the plateau east of the guard-house, gazing down upon the 
scene below, and other ladies, with their escorts, had gathered on a little 
knoll close by the road that led to Prairie Avenue. It was past these 
that ~— adjutant walked rapidly away, swinging his hurricane-lamp in 
his hand. 

“ Which way now, Billings?” called one of the cavalry officers in 
the group. 

“Over to Mr. Hayne’s quarters,” he shouted back, never stopping 
at all. 

A silence fell upon the group at mention of the name. They were 
the ladies from Captain Rayner’s and a few of their immediate friends. 
All eyes followed the twinkling light as it danced away eastward towards 
the gloomy coal-sheds. Then there was sudden and intense interest. 
The lamp had come to a stand-still, was deposited on the ground, and 
by its dim ray the adjutant could be seen io over a dark object 
that was half sitting, half reclining at the platform of the shed. Then 


.came a shout, “Come here, some of you.” And most of the men ran 


¢ 





to the spot. 

For a moment\not one word was spoken in the watching group: 

then Miss Travers’s voice was heard : 

“What can it be? Why do they stop there ?” 

She felt a sudden hand upon her wrist, and her sister’s lips at her 
ear : 

“Come away, Nellie. I want to go home. Come!” 

“ But, Kate, I must see what it means.” 

“No: come! It’s—it’s only some other drunken man, probably. 
Come!” And she strove to lead her. 

But the other ladies were curious too, and all, insensibly, were edging 
over to the east as though eager to get in sight of the group. The re- 
cumbent object had been raised, and was seen to be the dark figure of a 
man whom the others began slowly to lead away. One of the group 
came running back to them: it was Mr. Foster. 

‘Come, ladies: I will escort.you home, as the others are busy.” 
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“What is the matter, Mr. Foster?” was asked by half a dozen 
voices. 

“‘Tt was Mr. Hayne,—badly burned, I fear. He was trying to get 
home after having saved poor Clancy.” 

“You don’t say so! Oh, isn’t there something we can do? Can’t 
we go that way and be of some help?” was the eager petition of more 
than one of the ladies. 

“Not now. They will have the doctor in a minute. He has not 
inhaled flame; it is all external; but he was partly blinded and could 
not find his way. He called to Billings when he heard him coming. 
I will get you all home and then go back to him. Come!” And, 
offering his arm to Mrs. Rayner, who was foremost in the direction he 
wanted to go,—the pathway across the parade,—Mr. Foster led them 
on. Of course there was eager talk and voluble sympathy ; but Mrs. 
Rayner spoke not a word. The others crowded around him with 
questions, and her silence passed unnoted except by one. 

The moment they were inside the door and alone, Miss Travers 
turned to her sister: “ Kate, what was this man’s crime? 


VI. 


. An unusual state of affairs existed at the big hospital for several . 
days: Mrs. Clancy had refused to leave the bedside of her beloved 
Mike, and was permitted to remain. For a woman who was notorious 
as a virago and bully, who had beaten little Kate from her babyhood 
and abused and hammered her Michael until, between her and drink, 
he was but the wreck of a stalwart manhood, Mrs. Clancy had de- 
veloped a degree of devotion that was utterly unexpected. In all the 
dozen years of their marital relations no such trait could be recalled ; 
and yet there had been many an occasion within the past few years when 
Clancy’s condition demanded gentle nursing and dans attention,—and 
never would have got it but for faithful little Kate. The child idolized 
the broken-down man, and loved him with a tenderness that his weak- 
ness seemed but to augment a thousandfold, while it but served to in- 
furiate her mother. In former years, when he was Sergeant Clancy 
and a fine soldier, many was the time he had intervened to save her 
from an undeserved thrashing ; raany a time had he seized her in his 
strong arms and sonfebathid the furious woman with stern reproof. 
Between him and the child there had been the tenderest love, for she 
was all that was left to him of four. In the old days Mrs. Clancy had 
been the belle of the soldiers’ balls, a fine-looking woman, with indom- 
itable powers. as a dancer and conversationalist and an envied repu- 
tation for outshining all her rivals in dress and adornment. “She 
would ruin Clancy, that she would,” was the unanimous opinion of the 
soldiers’ wives; but he seemed to minister to her extravagance. with 
unfailing nature for two or three years. He had been prudent, 
careful of his money, was a war-soldier with big arrears of bounty and, 
tradition had it, a consummate skill in poker. He was the moneyed 
man among the sergeants when the dashing relict of a brother non- 
commissioned officer set her widow’s cap for him and won. It did 
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not take many years for her to wheedle most of his money away ; but’ 


there was no cessation to the demand, no apparent limit to the supply. 
Both were growing older, and now it became evident that Mrs. Clancy 
was the elder of the two, and that the artificiality of her charms could 
not stand the test of frontier life. No longer sought as the belle of the 
soldiers’ ball-rooms, she aspired to leadership among their wives and 
families, and was accorded that pre-eminence rather than the fierce 
battle which was sure to follow any revolt. She became avaricious,— 
some said miserly,—and Clancy miserable. Then began the down- 
-ward course. He took to drink soon after his return from a long, hard 
summer’s campaign with the Indians. He lost his sergeant’s stripes 
and went into the ranks. There came a time when the new colonel 
forbade his re-enlistment in the cavalry regiment in which he had 
served so many a long year. He had been a brave and devoted soldier. 
He had a good friend in the infantry, he said, who wouldn’t go back 
on a poor fellow who took a drop too much at times, and, to the sur- 
prise of many soldiers,—officers and men,—he was brought to the re- 
cruiting officer one day, sober, soldierly, and trimly dressed, and Cap- 
tain Rayner expressed his desire to have him enlisted for his company ; 
and it was done. Mrs. Clancy was accorded the quarters and rations 
of a laundress, as was then the custom, and for a time—a very short 
time—Clancy seemed on the road to promotion to his old grade. The 
enemy tripped him, aided by the scoldings and abuse of his wife, and 
he never rallied. Some work was found for him around the quarter- 
master’s shops which saved him from guard-duty or the nails 
The infantry—officers and me.i—seemed to feel for the poor, broken- 
down old fellow and to lay much of his woe to the door of his wife. 
There was charity for his faults and sympathy for his sorrows, but at 
last it had come to this. He was lying, sorely injured, in the hospital, 
and there were times when he was apparently delirious. At such 
times, said Mrs. Clancy, she alone could manage him; and she urged 
that no other nurse could do more than excite or irritate him. To the 
unspeakable grief of little Kate, she, too, was driven from the sufferer’s 
bedside and forbidden to come into the room except when her mother 
gave permission. Clancy had originally been carried into the general 
ward with the other patients, but the hospital steward two days after- 
wards told the surgeon that the patient moaned and cried so at night 
that the other sick men could not sleep, and offered to give up a little 
room in his own part of the building. The burly doctor looked sur- 
prised at this concession on the part of the steward, who was a man 
tenacious of every perquisite and one who had made much complaint 
about the crowded condition of the hospital wards and small rooms 
ever since the frozen soldiers had come in, All the same the doctor 
asked for no explanation, but gladly availed himself of the steward’s 
offer. Clancy was moved to this little room adjoining the steward’s 
quarters forthwith, and Mrs. Clancy was satisfied. 

Another thing had happened to excite remark and a deal of it. 
Nothing short of eternal damnation was Mrs. Clancy’s frantic sentence 
on the head of her unlucky spouse the night of the fire, when she was 
the central figure of the picture and when hundreds of witnesses to her 
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‘words were grouped around. Correspondingly had she called down the 
blessings of the Holy Virgin and all the saints upon the man who res- 
cued and returned to her that precious packet of money. Everybody 
heard her, and it was out of the question for her to retract. Neverthe- 
less, from within an hour after Clancy’s admission to the hospital not 
another word of the kind escaped her lips, She was all patience and 
pity with the injured man, and she shunned all allusion to his pre- 
server and her benefactor. The surgeon had been called away, after 
doing all in his power to make Clancy comfortable,—he was needed 
elsewhere,—and only two or three soldiers and a hospital nurse still 
remained by his bedside, where Mrs. Clancy and little Kate were dry- 
ing their tears and receiving consolation from the steward’s wife. The 
doctor, had mentioned a name as he went away, and it was seen that 
Clancy was striving to aska question. Sergeant Nolan bent down: 

“ Lie quiet, Clancy, me boy: you somata api, or you'll move the 
bandages.’ 

“ Who did he say was burned? who was he going to see?” gasped 
the sufferer. 

“The new lieutenant, Clancy,—him that pulled ye out. He’s a 
good one, and it’s Mrs. Clancy that’ll tell ye the same.” 

“Tell him what?” said she, turning about in sudden interest. 

i About the lieutenant’s pulling him out of the fire and saving your 
money.” 

4 Tndeed yes! The blessings of all the saints be upon his beautiful 
head, and——” 

“ But who was it? What was his name, I say?” vehemently inter- 
rupted Clancy, half raising himself upon his elbow, and groaning with 
the effort. “What was his name? I didn’t see him.” 

“ Lieutenant Hayne, man.” 

“Oh, my God!” gasped Clancy, and fell back as though struck a 
sudden blow. 

She sprang to his side: “It’s faint he is. Don’t answer his ques- 
tions, sergeant! He’s beside himself! Oh, will ye never stop talking 
to him and lave him in pace? Go away, all of ye’s,—go away, I say, 
or ye’ll dhrive him crazy wid yer—— Be quiet, Mike! don’t ye spake ~ 
agin.” And she laid a Sad red hand upon his face. He only groaned 
again, and threw his one unbandaged arm across his darkened eyes, as 
though to hide from sight of all. 

Ties that time on she made no mention of the name that so 
strangely excited her stricken husband ; but the watchers in the hos- 
pital the next night declared that in his ravings Clancy kept calling for 
Lieutenant Hayne. 

Stannard’s battalion of the cavalry came marching into the post two 
days after the fire, and created a diversion in the garrison talk, which 
for one long day had been all of that dramatic incident and its attend- 
ant circumstances. In social circles, among the officers and ladies, the 
main topic was the conduct of Mr. Hayne and the injuries he had sus- 
tained as a consequence of his gallant rescue. Among the enlisted men 
and the denizens of Sudsville the talk was principally of the revelation 
of Mrs. Clancy’s hoard of greenbacks. But in both circles a singular 
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story was just beginning to creep around, and it was to the effect that 
Clancy had cried aloud and fainted dead away and that Mrs. Clancy 
had gone into hysterics when they were told that Lieutenant Hayne 
was the man to whom the one owed his life and the other her money. 
Sonie one met Captain Rayner on the sidewalk the morning Stannard 
came marching home, and asked him if he had heard the queer story 
about Clancy. He had not, and it was told him then and there. Ray- 
ner did not even attempt to laugh at it or turn it off in any way. He 
looked dazed, stunned, for a moment, turned very white and old-looking, 
and, hardly saying good-day to his informant, faced about and went 
straight to his quarters. He was not among the crowd that gathered to 
welcome the incoming cavalrymen that bright, crisp, winter day ; and 
that evening Mrs. Rayner went to the hospital to ask what she could do 
for Clancy and his wife. Captain Rayner always expected her to see 
that every care and atfention was paid to the sick and needy of his 
company, she explained to the doctor, who could not recall having 
seen her on a similar errand before, although sick and needy.of Com- 

any B were not unknown in garrisons where he had served with them. 

he spent a good while with Mrs. Clancy, whom she had never noticed 
hitherto, much to the laundress’s indignation, and concerning whose 
conduct she had been known to express herself in terms of extreme dis- 
approbation. But in times of suffering such things are forgotten : Mrs. 
Rayner was full of sympathy and interest ; there was nothing she was 
not eager to send them, and no thanks were necessary: She could never 
do too much for the men of her husband’s company. * 

Yet there was a member of her husband’s company on whom in 
his suffering neither she nor the captain saw fit to call, Mr. Hayne’s 
eyes were seriously injured by the flames and heat, and: he was now 
living in darkness, It might be a month, said the doctor, before he 
could use his eyes again. 

“Only think of that poor fellow, all alone out there on that ghastly 
arsig and unable to read !” was the exclamation of one of the cavalry 
adies in Mrs, Rayner’s presence ; and, as there was an awkward silence 
and somebody had to break it, Mrs. Rayner responded,— 

“Tf I lived on Prairie Avenue I should consider blindness a 
blessing.” 

It was an unfortunate remark. There was strong sympathy develop- 
ing for Hayne all through the garrison. Mrs. Rayner never meant that- 
it should have any a significance, but inside-of twenty-four hours, 
in course of which her language had been repeated some dozens of times 
and distorted quite as many, the generally accepted version of the story 
was that Mrs. Rayner, so far from expressing the faintest sympathy or 
sorrow for Mr. Hayne’s misfortune, so far from expressing the natural 
gratification which a lady should feel that it was an officer of her regi- 
ment who had reached the scene of danger ahead of the cavalry officer 
of the guard, had said in so many words that Mr. Hayne ought to be 
thankful that blindness was the worst thing that had come to him. 

There was little chance for harmony after that. Many men. and 
some women, of course, refused to believe it, and said they felt confident 
that she had been misrepresented. Still, all knew by this time that Mrs. 
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Rayner was bitter against Hayne, and had heard of her denunciation of 
the colonel’s action, So, too, had the colonel heard that she openly de- 
clared that she would refuse any invitation extended to her or to her 
sister which might involve her accepting hospitality at his house. . These 
things do get around in most astonishing ways. 

Then another complication arose: Hayne, too, was mixing matters. 
The major commanding the battalion, a man in no wise connected with 
his misfortunes, had gone to him and urged, with the doctor’s full con- 
sent, that he should be moved over into and become an inmate of his 
household in garrison. He had a big, roomy house. His wife earnestly 
added her entreaties to the major’s, but all to no purpose: Mr. Hayne 
firrfty declined. He thanked the major; he rose and bent over the 
lady’s hand and thanked her with a voice that was full of gentleness 
and gratitude; but he said that he had learned to live in solitude. 
Sam was accustomed to all his ways, and he had every comfort he needed. 
His wants were few and simple. She would nét be content, and urged 
him further. He loved reading: surely he would miss his books and 
would need some one to read aloud to him, and there were so many 
ladies in the garrison who would be glad to meet at her house and 
read to him by turns, He loved music, she heard, and there was her 
piano, and she knew several who would be delighted to come and play 
for him by the hour. He shook his head, and the bandages hid the 
tears that came to his smarting eyes. He had made arrangements to 
be read aloud to, he said; and as for music, that must wait awhile, 
The kind woman retired dismayed,—she could not understand such 
obduracy,—and her husband felt rebuffed. Stannard of the cavalry, 
too, came in with his gentle wife. She was loved throughout the regi- 
ment for her kindliness and grace of mind, as well as for her devo- 
tion to the sick and suffering in the old days of the Indian wars, and 
Stannard had made a similar proffer and been similarly refused, and 
he had gone away indignant. He thought Mr. Hayne too bumptious 
to live; but he bore no malice, and his wrath was soon over. ny 
of the cavalry officers called in person and tendered their services, and 
were very civilly received, but all offers were positively declined. Just 
what the infantry officers should do was a momentous question. That 
they could no longer hold aloof was a matter that was quickly settled, 
pe three of their number went through the chill ghoaming of the 
wintry eve and sent in their cards by Sam, who ushered them into the 
cheerless front room, while one of their number followed to the door- 
way which led to the room in rear, in which, still confined to his bed by 
the doctor’s advice, the injured officer was lying. It was Mr, Ross who 
went to the door and cleared his throat and stood in the presence of the 
man to whom, more. than five years before, he had refused his hand. 
The others listened anxiously : 

“Mr. Hayne, this is Ross. I come with Foster and Graham to:say 
how deeply we regret your injuries, and to tender our sympathy and our 
services,” ‘ 

There was a dead silence for a moment. Foster and Graham stood 
with hearts that beat unaccountably hard, looking at each other in 
perplexity. Would he never reply ? ' 

' Vout. XXXIX.—49 
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The answer came at last,—a question : 
“To what injuries do you allude, Mr. Ross?” 

Even in the twilight they could see the sudden flush of the Scotch- 
man’s cheek. He was a blunt fellow, but, as the senior, had been 
chosen spokesman for the three. The abrupt question staggered him. 
It was a second or two before he could collect himself. 

“T mean the injuries at the fire,” he replied. 

This time, no answer whatever. It was growing too painful. 
Ross looked in bewilderment at the bandaged face, and again broke the 
silence : 

“We hope you won’t deny us the right to be of service, Mr. Hayne. 
If there is anything we can do that you need, or would like——” hesi- 
tatingly. 

“You have nothing further to say?” asked the calm voice from 
the pillow. 

“ T—don’t know what else we can say,” faltered Ross, after an in- 
stant’s pause. 

The answer came, firm and prompt, but icily cool : 

“Then there is nothing that you can do.” 

And the three took their departure, sore at heart. 

There were others of the infantry who had purposed going to see 
Hayne that evening, but the story of Ross’s experience put an end to it 
all. It was plain that even now Mr. Hayne made the condition of the 
faintest advance from his regimental comrades a full confession of error. 
He would have no less. i. 

That evening the colonel sat by his bedside and had an earnest talk. 
He ventured to expostulate with the invalid on his refusal to go to the 
major’s or to Stannard’s. He could have so many comforts and deli- 
cacies there that would be impossible here. He did not refer to edibles 
and drinkables alone, he said, with a smile; but Hayne’s patient face 
gave no sign of relenting. He heard the colonel through, and then 
said, slowly and firmly, — : 

“T have not acted hastily, sir: I appreciate their kindness, and am 
not ungrateful. Five years ago my whole life was‘changed. From 
that time to this I have done without a host of things that used to be 
1, and have abjured them one and all for a single luxury 
that I cannot live without,—the luxury of utter independence,—the 
joy of knowing that I owe no man anything,—the blessing of being 
beholden ‘to no one on earth for a single service I cannot pay for. It 
is the one luxury left me.” : 


VII. 


It was a clear winter’s evening, sharply cold, about a week after the 
fire, when, as Mrs. Rayner came down the stairway equipped for a 
walk, and was passing the parlor door without stopping, Miss Travers 
caught sight of and called to her,— 

“ Are you going walking, Kate? Do wait a moment, and I’ll go 
with you.” 
Any one in the hall could have shared the author’s privilege and 
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seen the expression of anneyance and confusion that appeared on Mrs, 
Rayner’s face : rs, : 
“T thought you were out. Did not Mr. Graham take you walking?” 
“He did; Bat we wandered into Mrs. Waldron’s, and she and 
the major begged us to stay, and we had some music, and then the first 
call sounded for retreat, and Mr. Graham had to go, so he brought me 
home. I’ve had no walk, and need exercise.” 
“But I don’t like you to be out after sunset. That cough of 


‘ours——” 


_ “Disappeared the day after I got here, Kate, and there hasn’t been 
a vestige of it since. This high, dry climate put an end to it. No, 
ll be ready in one minute more. Do wait.” 

Mrs. Rayner’s hand was turning the knob while her sister was 
hurrying to the front door and drawing on her heavy jacket as she did 
so. The former faced her impatiently : 

“T don’t think you are at all courteous*to your visitors. You 
know just as well as I do that Mr. Foster or Mr. Royce or some other 
of those young officers are sure to be in just at this hour. You really 
are very thoughtless, Nellie.” 

iss Travers stopped short in her preparations. 

“ Kate Rayner,” she began, impressively, “ it was only night before 
last that you rebuked me for sitting here with Mr. Blake at this very 
hour, and asked me how I ident Mr. Van Antwerp would like it. 
Now you—— 

“Fudge! I cannot stay and listen to such talk. If you must go, 
wait a few minutes until I get back. I—I want to make a short call. 
Then I'll take you.” 

“So do I want to make a short call,—over at the doctor’s; and 
you are going right to the hospital, are you not ?” 

“How do you know I am?” asked Mrs. Rayner, reddening. 

“You do go there every evening, it seems to me.” 

“T don’t. Who told you I did?” 

“Several people mentioned your kindness and attention to the 
oa Kate. ‘I have heard it from many sources.” 

“T wish pecple would mind their own affairs,” wailed Mrs, Ray- 
ner, peevishly. 

“So do I, Kate; but they never have, and never will, especially 
with an engaged girl. I have more to complain of than you, but it 
doesn’t make me forlorn, whereas you look fearfully worried about 
nothing.” 

“Who says I’m worried?” asked Mrs. Rayner, with sudden vehe- 
mence. 

“You look worried, Kate, and haven’t been at all like yourself for 
several days. Now, why shouldn’t I go to the hospital with you? 
Why do’ you try to hide your going from me? Don’t you know that 
T must have heard the strange stories that are flitting about the garrison? 
Haven’t Iasked you to set me right if I have been told a wrong one? 
Kate, you are fretting yourself to death about something, and the cap- 
tain looks worried and ill. I cannot but think it has some connection 
with the case of Mr. Hayne. Why should the Clancyp——” 
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“ You have no right to think any such thing,” answered her sister, 

rily. ‘ We have suffered too much at his hands or on his account 
already, and I never want to hear such words from your lips. It 
would outrage Captain Rayner to hear that my sister, to whom he has 
given a home i a welcome, was linking herself with those who side 
with that—that thief.” 

“Kate! Oh, how can you use such words? How dare you speak 
so of an officer? You would not tell me what he was accused of ; but 
I tell you that if it be theft I don’t believe it,—and no one else——” 

There was a sudden footfall on the porch without, and a quick, 
sharp,.imperative knock at the door. Mrs. Rayner fled back along the 
hall towards the dining-room. Miss Travers, hesitating but a second, 
opened the door. 

It was the soldier telegraph-operator, with a despatch-envelope in his 
hand : 

“Tt is for Mrs. Rayner, miss, and an answer is expected. Shall I 
wait ?” 

Mrs. Rayner came hastily forward from her place of refuge within 
the dining-room, took the envelope without a word, and passed into 
the parlor, where, standing beneath the lamp, she tore it open, glanced 
anxiously at its contents, then threw it with an exclamation of peevish 
indignation upon the table: 

“You'll have to answer for yourself, Nellie. I cannot straighten 
your affairs and mine too.” And with that she was going ; but Miss 
Travers called her back. 

The message simply read, “No letter in four days. Is anything 
ia Answer paid,” and was addressed to Mrs. Rayner and signed 

. V. A. 

“T think you have been extremely neglectful,” said Mrs. Rayner, 
who had turned and now stood watching the rising color and impa- 
tiently tapping foot of her younger sister. Miss Travers bit her lips 
and compressed them hard. There was an evident struggle in her 
mind between a desire to make an impulsive and sweeping reply and 
an effort to control herself. 

“Will you answer a quiet question or two?” she finally asked. 

“You know perfectly well I will,” was the sisterly rejoinder. 

“ How long does it take a letter to go from here to New York ?” 

“Five or six days, I suppose.” 

Miss Travers stepped to the door, briefly told the soldier there was - 
no answer, thanked him for waiting, and returned. 

“ You are not going to reply ?” asked Mrs. Rayner, in amaze. 

“Tam not; and I inferred you did not intend to. Now another 
question. How many days have we been here?” 

“ Kight or nine,—nine, it is.” 

“You saw me post a letter to Mr. Van Antwerp as we left the 
Missouri, did you not?” 

“Yes, At least I suppose so.” 

“I wrote again as soon as we got settled here, three days after that, 
did I not?” ven 
“You said you did,” replied Mrs. Rayner, ungraciously. 
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“ And you, Kate, when you are yourself have been prompt to declare 
that I say what I mean. Very probably it may have been four days 
from the time that letter from the transfer reached Wall Street to the 
time the next one could get to him from here, even had I written the 
night we arrived. Possibly you forget that you forbade my doing so, 
and sent me to bed early. Mr. Van Antwerp has simply failed to re- 
member that I had gone several hundred miles farther west ; and even 
had I written on the train twice a day, the letters would not have 
reached him uninterruptedly. By this time he is beginning to get 
them fast enough. And as for you, Kate, you are quite as unjust a8 
he. It augurs badly for my future peace; and—I am learning two 
lessons here, Kate.” 

“What two, pray ?” 

“That he can be foolishly unreliable in estimating a woman.” 

“ And the other ?” 

“That you may be persistently unreliable in your judgment of a 
man.” 

Verily, for a young woman with a sweet, girlish face, whom we 
saw but a week agone twitching a kitten’s ears and saying little or 
nothing, Miss Travers was displaying unexpected fighting qualities. 
For a moment, Mrs. Rayner glared at her in tremulous indignation 
and dismay. 

“You—you ought to be ashamed of yourself!’ was her eventual 
outbreak. 

But to this there was no reply.- Miss Travers moved quietly 
to the door-way, turned and looked her angry sister in the eye, and 


sie 

T shall give up the walk, and will goto my room. Excuse me to 
any-visitors this evening.” 

3 op Yon are not going to write to him now, when you are angry, I 
ope? 

“T shall not write to him until to-morrow, but when I do I shall 
tell him this, Kate: that if he desire my confidence he will address his 
complaints and inquiries to me. If I am old enough to be en to 
him, in your opinion, I am equally old enough to attend to s etails 
as these, in my own.” 

Mrs. Rayner stood. one moment as though astounded ; then she flew 
to the door and. relieved her surcharged bosom as follows, “ Well, I 

‘pity the man you marry, whether you are lucky enough to keep this 
one or not !” and flounced indignantly out of the house. . 

When Captain — came in, half an hour afterwards, the 
parlor was deserted. e was looking worn and dispirited. Find- 
ing no one on the ground-floor, he went to the foot of the stairs, and 
. “Kate” 

A door opened above: “ Kate has gone out, captain.” 

“Do you know where, Nellie ?” 

“ Over to the hospital, I think ; though I cannot say.” 

She heard him sigh deeply, move irresolutely about the hall for a 
moment, then turn and go out. | ; 
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At his gate he found two figures dimly visible in the gathering 
darkness: they had stopped on hearing his. footstep. One was an 
officer in uniform, wrapped in heavy overcoat, with a fur cap, and a 
bandage over his eyes. The other was a Chinese servant, and it was 
the latter who asked,— 

“This Maje Waldlon’s?” ' 

“No,” said he, hastily. “Major Waldron’s is the third door 
beyond.” 

At the sound of his voice the officer quickly started, but spoke in 
low, measured tone: “Straight ahead, Sam.” And the Chinaman led 
him on. 

Rayner stood a moment watching them, bitter thoughts coursing 
through his mind. Mr. Hayne was evidently sufficiently recovered to 
be up and out for air, and now he was being invited again. This time 
- it was his old comrade Waldron who honored him. Probably it was 
another dinner. Little by little, at this rate, the time would soon come 
when Mr. Hayne would be asked everywhere and he and his corre- 
spondingly dropped. He turned miserably away, and went back to 
the billiard-rooms at the store. When Mrs. Rayner rang her bell for 
tea that evening he had not reappeared, and she sent a messenger for 
him. 

It was a brilliant moonlit evening. A strong prairie gale had 
begun to blow from the northwest, and was banging shutters and 
whirling pebbles at a furious rate. At the sound of the trumpets wail- 
ing tattoo a brace of young officers calling on the ladies took their 
leave. The captain had retired to his den, or study, where he shut him- 
self up a good deal of late, and thither Mrs. Rayner followed him and 
closed the door after her. Throwing a cloak over her shoulders, Miss 
Travers stepped out on the piazza and gazed in delight upon the moon- 
lit panorama,—the snow-covered summits to the south and west, the 
rolling expanse of upland prairie between, the rough outlines of the 
foot-hills softened in the silvery light, the dark shadows of the barracks 
across the parade, the twinkling lights of the sergeants as they took 
their stations, the soldierly forms of the officers hastening to their com- 
panies far across the frozen level. Suddenly she became aware of two 
forms coming down the walk. They issued from Major Waldron’s 

uarters, and the door closed behind them. One was a young officer ; 
the other, she speedily made out, a Chinese servant, who was guiding 
his master. She knew the pair in an instant, and her first impulse was 
to retire. Then she reflected that’ he could not see, and she wanted to 
look: so she stayed. They had almost reached her gate, when a wild 
blast whirled the officer’s cape about his ears and sent some sheets of 
music flying across the road. Leaving his master at the fence, the 
Chinaman sped in pursuit ; and the next thing she noted was that Mr. 
Hayne’s fur cap was blown from his head and that he was groping for 
it helplessly. 

There was no one to call, no one to assist. She hesitated one 
minute, looked anxiously around, then sprang to the gate, picked up 
the cap, pulled it well down over the bandaged eyes, seized the young 
officer firmly by the arm, drew him within the gate, and led him to the 
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shelter of the piazza. Once out of the fury of the gale, she could hear 
his question, “ Did you get it all, Sam ?” 

“Not yet,” she answered. Oh, how she longed for a deep contralto! 
“He is coming. He will be here in a moment.” 

“‘T am so sorry to have been a trouble to you,” he began again, 
vaguely, 
b” You are no trouble to me. I’m glad I was where I happened to 

see you and could help.” 

He spoke no more for a minute. She stood gazing at all that was 
visible of the pale face below the darkened eyes. It was-so clear-cut, 
so refined in feature, and the lips under the sweeping blonde moustache, 
though set and compressed, were delicate and pink. He turned his 
head eagerly towards the parade; but Sam was still far away. The 
music had scattered, and was leading him a lively dance. 

“Tsn’t my servant coming?” he asked, constrainedly. “I fear I’m- 
keeping you. Please do not wait. He will find me here. You were 
going somewhere.” 

“No,—unless it was here.” She was trembling now. “ Please be 
patient, Mr.—Mr. Hayne. Sam may be a minute or two yet, and here 
you are out of the wind.” 

Again she looked in his face. He was listening eagerly to her 
words, as though striving to “place” her voice. Could she be mis- 
taken? Was he, too, not trembling? Beyond all doubt his lips were 
quivering now. 

“‘ May I not know who it is that led me here?” he asked, gently. 

She hesitated, hardly knowing how to tell him. 

_ “Try and guess,” she laughed, nervously. “But you couldn't. 
‘You do not know my name. It is my good fortune, Mr. Hayne. You 
—you saved my kitten ; I—your cap.” 

There was no mistaking his start. Beyond doubt he had winced 
as though stung, and was now striving to grope his way to the railing. 
She divined his purpose in an instant, and her slender hand was laid 
pleadingly yet firmly on his arm. 

“Mr. Hayne, don’t go. Don’t think of going. Stay here until 
Sam comes. He’s coming now,” she faltered. 

“Ts this Captain Rayner’s house?” he asked, hoarse and low. 

“No matter whose it is! I welcome you here. You shall not go,” 
she cried, impulsively, and both little hands were tugging at his arm. 
He had found the railing, and was pulling himself towards the gate, 
but her words, her clinging hands, were too persuasive. 

“T cannot realize this,” he said. “TI do not understand Pr 

“Do not try to understand it, Mr. Hayne. If I am only a girl, I 
have a right to think for myself. My father was a soldier—I am 
Nellie Travers,—and if he were alive I know well he would have had 
me do just what I have done this night. Now won’t you stay ?” 

And light was beaming in through his dackened eyes and glad- 


dening his soul with a rapture he had not known for years. One in- 
stant he seized and c her hand. “May God ble’ you!” was all 
he whispered, but so softly that even she did not hear him. He bowed 
low over the slender white hand, and stayed. 
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VIII. 


March had come,—the month of gale and bluster, sleet and storm, 
in almost every section of our broad domain,—and March at Warrener 
was to the full as blustering and conscienceless as in New England. 
There were a few days of sunshine during the first week ; then came 
a fortnight of raging snow-storms. The cavalry troops, officers and 
men, went about their stable-duties as usual, but, except for roll-call on 
the porch of the barracks and for B gpualiney nig, over at the guard- 
house, all military exercise seemed suspended. This meant livelier 


times for.the ladies, however, as the officers were enabled to devote just 
so many more hours a day to their entertainment. There were two or 
three hops a week over in the big assembly-room, and there was some 
talk of getting up a german in honor of Miss Travers, but the strained 
relations existing between Mrs. Rayner and the ladies of other families 
at the 0 made the matter difficult of accomplishment. There were 


bright little luncheon-, dinner-, and tea-parties, where the young officers 
2s the younger ladies met every day ; and, besides all this, despite the 
fact that Mrs. Rayner had at first shown a fixed determination to dis- 
cuss the rights and wrongs of “the Hayne affair,” as it was now be- 
ginning to be termed, with all comers who belonged to the Riflers, it had 
grown to be a very general thing for the youngsters .to drop in at her 
house at all hours of the day; but that was because there were attrac- 
tions there which outweighed her combativeness. Then Rayner him- 
self overheard some comments on the mistake she was making, and for- 
bade her discussing the subject with the officers even of her own regiment. 
She was indignant, and demanded a reason. He would name no names, 
but told her that he had heard enough to convince him she was doing 
him more harm than good, and, if anything, contributing to the turn 
of the tide in Hayne’s favor. Then she felt outraged and utterly mis- 
judged. It was a critical time for her, and if deprived of the use 
of her main weapon of offence and defence the battle was sure to go 
amiss. Sorely against her inclination, she obeyed her lord, for, as has 
been said, she was a loyal wife, and for the time being the baby became 
the recipient of her undivided attention. 

True to her declaration, she behaved so coldly and with such marked 
distance of manner to the colonel and his wife when they met in society 
immediately after the dinner that the colonel quietly told his wife she 
need not give either dinner or reception in honor of Mrs. Rayner’s re- 
turn. He would like to have her do something to welcome Miss 
Travers, for he thought the girl had much of her father in her. He 
knew him well in the old days before and during the war, and liked 
him. He liked her looks and her sweet, unaffected, cheery manner. 
He liked the contrast between her and her sister ; for Miss Travers had 
listened in silence to her sister’s exposition of what her manner should 
be to the colonel and his wife, and when-they, met she was bright and 
winsome. The colonel stood and talked with her about her father, 
whom she could remember only vaguely, but of whom she never tired 
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of hearing; and that night Mrs. Rayner rebuked her severely for her 
disloyalty to the captain, who had given her a home. 

But when Mrs. Rayner heard that Major and Mrs. Waldron had 
invited Mr. Hayne to dine with them, and had invited to meet him two 
of the cavalry, officers and their wives, she was incensed beyond meas- 
ure, She and Mrs. Waldron had a brief talk, as a result of which 
Mrs. Rayner refused to speak to Mrs. Waldron at the evening party 
given by Mrs. Stannard in honor of her and her sister. It was this 
that brought on the crisis. Whatever was said between the men was 
not told, Major Waldron and Captain Rayner had a long consulta- 
tion, and they took no one into their confidence; but Mrs. Rayner 
obeyed her husband, went to Mrs. Waldron and apologized for her 
rudeness, and then went with her sister and returned the call of the 
colonel’s wife; but she chose a bright afternoon, when she knew well 
the lady was not at home. 

She retired from the contest, apparently, as has been said, and took 
much Christian consolation to herself from the fact that at so great a 
’ sacrifice she was obeying her husband and doing the duty she owed to 

him. In very truth, however, the contest was withdrawn from her by 
the fact that for a week or more after his evening at the Waldrons’ Mr. 


Hayne did not reappear in garrison, and she had no cause to talk about 
him. Officers visiting the house avoided mention of his name. Ladies 
of the cavalry regiment calling upon Mrs. Rayner and Miss Travers 
occasionally spoke of him and his devotion to the men and his bravery 


at the fire, but rather as though they meant in a general way to com- 
pliment the Riflers, not Mr. Hayne; and so she heard little of the man 
whose existence was so sore a trial to her. What she would have said, 
what she would have thought, had she known of the meeting between 
him and her guarded Nellie, is beyond us to describe; but she never 
dreamed of such a thing, and Miss Travers never dreamed of telling 
her,—for the present, at least. Fortunately—or unfortunately—for the 
latter, it was not so much of her relations with Mr. Hayne as of her 
relations with half a dozen young bachelors that Mrs. Rayner speedily 
felt herself compelled to complain. It was a blessed relief to the elder 
sister. Her surcharged spirit was in sore need of an escape-valve. She 
was ready to boil over in the mental ebullition consequent upon Mr. 
Hayne’s reception at the post, and with all the pent-up irritability which 
that episode had generated she could not have contained herself and 
slept. But here Miss Travers came to her relief. Her beauty, her 
winsome ways, her unqualified delight in everything that was soldierly, 
speedily rendered her vastly attractive to all the young officers in i- 
son. Graham and Foster of the infantry, Merton, Webster, and Royce 
of the cavalry, haunted the house at all manner of hours, and the 
captain bade them welcome and urged them to come oftener and stay 
later, and told Mrs. Rayner he wanted some kind of a supper or colla- 
tion every night. He set before his guests a good deal of wine, and 
drank a deal more himself than he had ever been known to do 
before, and they were keeping very late hours at Rayner’s, for, said the 
captain, “I don’t care if Nellie is engaged : she shall have a good time 
while she’s here; and if the boys know all about it,—goodness knows 
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you’ve told them often enough, Kate,—and they don’t mind it, why, 
it’s nobody’s business,—here, at least.” 

What Mr. Van Antwerp might think or care was another matter. 
Rayner never saw him, and did not know him. He rather resented it 
that Van Antwerp had never written to him and asked his consent. As 
Mrs. Rayner’s husband and Nellie’s brother-in-law, it seemed to him he 
stood in loco parentis ; but Mrs. Rayner managed the whole thing her- 
self, and he was not even consulted. If anything, he rather enjoyed the 
contemplation of Van Antwerp’s fidgety frame of mind as described to 
him by Mrs. Rayner about the time it became apparent to her that Nellie 
was enjoying the attentions of which she was so general an object, and 
that the captain was sitting up later and drinking more wine than was 
good for him. She was aware that the very number of Nell’s admirers 
would probably prevent her becoming entangled with any one of them, 
but she needed something to scold about, and eagerly pitched upon this. 
She knew well that. she could not comfort her husband in the anxiety 
that was gnawing at his heart-strings, but she was jealous of comfort 
that might come to him from any other source, and the Lethe of wine 
and jolly companionship she dreaded most of all. Long, long before, 
she had induced him to promise that he would never offer the young 
officers spirits in his house. She would. not prohibit wine at table, she 
said; but she never thought of there coming a time when he himself 
would seek consolation in the glass and make up in quantity what it 
lacked in alcoholic strength. He was impatient of all reproof now, and 
would listen to no talk; but Nellie was years her jynior,—more years 
than she would admit except at such times as these, when she meant to 
admonish ; and Nellie had to take it. 

Two weeks after their arrival at Warrener the burden of Mrs. 
Rayner’s song—morn, noon, and night—was, “ What would Mr. Van 
Antwerp say if he could but see this or hear that?” 

Can any reader recall an instance where the cause of an absent lover 
was benefited by the ceaseless warning in a woman’s ear, “ Remember, 
you’re engaged”? The hero of antiquity who caused himself to be 
attended by a shadowing slave whispering ever and only, “ Remember, 
thou art mortal,” is a fine figure to contemplate—at this remote date. 
He, we are told, admitted the need, submitted to the infliction. But 
lives there a woman who will admit that she needs any instruction as 
to what her conduct should be when the lord of her heart is away? 
Lives there a woman who, submitting; because she cannot escape, to 
the constant reminder, “Thou art engaged,” will not resent it in her heart 
of hearts and possibly revenge herself on the one alone whom she holds 
at her mercy? Left to herself,—to her generosity, her conscience, her 
innate tenderness,—the cause of the absent one will plead for itself, 
and, if it have even faint foundation, hold its own. ‘ With the best 
intentions in the world,” many an excellent cause has been ruined by 
the injudicious urgings of a mother; but to talk an engaged girl into 
mutiny, rely on the infallibility of two women,—a married sister or a 
maiden aunt. 

Just what Mr. Van Antwerp would have said could he have seen 
the situation at Warrener is perhaps impossible to predict. Just what 
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he did say without seeing-was, perhaps, the most unwise thing he could 
have thought of: he urged Mrs. Rayner to keep Spry Nellie of 
her ae His had not been a life of unmixed joy. He was now 
nearly thirty-five, and desperately in love with a pretty girl who had 
simply bewitched him during the previous summer. It was not easy 
to approach her then, he found, for her sister kept vigilant guard ; but, 
once satisfied of his high connections, his wealth, and his social stand- 
ing, the door was opened, and he was something more than welcomed, 
said the gossips at the Surf House. What his past history had been, 
where and how his life had been spent, were matters of less consequence, 
apparently, than what he was now. He had been wild at college, as 
other boys had been, she learned; he had tried the cattle-business in 
the West, she was told ; but there had been a quarrel with his father, 
a reconciliation, a devoted mother, a long sojourn abroad,—Heidelberg, 
—a sudden summons to return, the death of the father, and then the 
management of a valuable estate fell to the son. There were other 
children, brother and sisters, three in all, but Steven was the first-born 
and the mother’s glory. She was with him at the sea-side, and the 
first thing that moved Nellie Travers to like him was his devotion to 
that white-haired woman who seemed so happy in his care. Between 
that mother and Mrs. Rayner there had speedily sprung up an acquaint- 
ance. She had vastly admired Nellie, and during the first fortnight of 
their visit to the Surf House had shown her many attentions. The ill- 
ness of a daughter called her away, and Mrs. Rayner announced that 
she, too, was going elsewhere, when Mr. Van Antwerp himself re- 
turned, and Mrs. Rayner decided it was so late in the season that they 
had better remain until it was time to go to town. In October they 
spent a fortnight in the city, staying at the Westminster, and lie was 
assiduous in his attentions, taking them everywhere, and lavishin 
flowers and bonbons upon Nell. Then Mrs. Van Antwerp invited 
them to visit her at her own comfortable, old-fashioned house down-. 
town, and Mrs. Rayner was eager to accept, but Nellie said no;-sI 
would not do it: she could not accept Mr. Van Antwerp; she like 
admired, and was attracted by him, but she ielt that love him she di 
not. He was devoted, but had tact and patience, and Mrs. Rayner a 
last yielded to her demand and took her off in October to spend some 
time in the interior of the State with relations of their mother, and 
there, frequently, came Mr. Van Antwerp to see her and to urge his 
suit. They were to have gone to Warrener immediately after the 
holidays, but January came and Nellie had not surrendered. An- 
other week in the city, a long talk with the devoted old mother whose 
heart was so wrapped up in her son’s happiness and whose arms 
seemed yearning to enfold the lovely girl, and Nellie was conquered. 
If not fully convinced of her love for Mr. Van Antwerp, she was 
more than half in love with his mother. Her promise was given, 
and then she seemed eager to get back to the frontier which she had 
known and loved as a child. ‘I want to see the mountains, the 
snow-peaks, the great rolling prairies, once more,” she said; and he 
had to consent. Man never urged more importunately than he that 
the wedding should come off that very winter; but Nellie once more 
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said no; she could not and would not listen to an earlier date than the 
summer to come. 

No one on earth knew with what sore foreboding and misery he let 
her go. It was something that Mrs. Rayner could not help remarking, 
—his unconquerable aversion to every mention of the army and of his 
own slight experience on the frontier. He would not talk of it even 
with Nellie, who was an enthusiast and had spent two years of her 
girlhood almost under the shadow of Laramie Peak and loved the mere 
mention of the Wyoming streams and valleys. In her husband’s name 
Mrs. Rayner -had urged him to drop his business early in the spring 
and come to them for a visit. He declared it was utterly impossible. 
Every moment of his time must be given to the settling of estate affairs, 
so that he could be a free man in the summer. He meant to take his 
bride abroad immediately and spend a year or more in Europe. These 
were details which were industriously circulated by Mrs. Rayner and 
speedily became garrison property. It seemed to the men that in bring- 
ing her sister there engaged she had violated all precedent to begin 
with, and in this instance, at least, there was general complaint. Mr. 
Blake said it reminded him of his early boyhood, when they used to 
take him to the great toy-stores at Christmas: “Look all you like, 
long for it as much as you please, but don’t touch.” Merton and Royce, 
of the cavalry, said it was simply a challenge to any better fellow to — 
cut in and cut out the Knickerbocker ; and, to do them justice, they did 
their best to carry out their theory. Both they and their comrades of 
the Riflers were assiduous in their attentions to Miss Travers, and other 
’ ladies, less favored, made acrimonious comment in consequence. A 
maiden sister of one of the veteran captains in the —th, a damsel 
whose stern asceticism of character was reflected in her features and 
grimly illustrated in her dress, was moved to censure of her more at- 
tractive neighbor. “If I had given my heart to a gentleman,” said she, 
and her manner was indicative of the long struggle which such a be- 
stowal would cost both him and her, “ nothing on earth would induce 
me to accept attentions from any one else, not if he were millions of 
miles away.” 

But Nellie Travers was “accepting attentions” with laughing grace 
and enjoying the society of these young fellows immensely. The house 
would have been gloomy without her and “the boys,” Rayner was 
prompt to admit, for he was ill at ease and sorely worried, while his 
inflammable Kate was fuming over the situation of her husband’s affairs. 
Under ordinary circumstances she would have seen very little to object 
to so long as Nellie showed no preference for any one of her admirers 
at Warrener, and unless peevish or perturbed in spirit would have made 
little allusion to it. As matters stood, however, she was in a most 
querulous and excitable mood: she could not rail at the real cause of 
her misery, and so, woman-like, she was thankful for a pretext for un- 
corking the vials of her wrath on somebody or something else. If the 
young matrons in garrison who, with the two or three visiting maidens, 
were disposed to rebel at Miss Nell’s apparent absorption of all the avail- 
able cavaliers at the post, and call her a too lucky girl, could but have 
heard Mrs. Rayner’s nightly tirades and hourly rebukes, they might have 
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realized that here, as elsewhere, the rose had its stinging thorns. As 
for Miss Travers, she confounded her sister by taking it all very sub- 
missively and attempting no defence. Possibly conscience was telling 
her that she deserved more than she was getting, or than she would be 
likely to get until her sister heard of the adventure with Mr. Hayne. 

“‘ By the way,”’ said Mr. Royce one evening as they were stamping 
off the snow and removing their heavy wraps in Rayner’s hall-way 
after a series of garrison calls, “ Mrs. Waldron says she expects you to 
play for her to-morrow afternoon, Miss Travers. Of course it will be 
my luck to be at stables.” 

“ You hear better music every afternoon than I can give you, Mr. 
Royce.” : 

“‘ Where, pray ?” asked Mrs. Rayner, turning quickly upon them. 

Mr. Royce hesitated, and—with shame be it said—allowed Miss 
Travers to meet the question : 

“ At Mr. Hayne’s, Kate.” 

There was the same awkward silence that always followed the men- 
tion of Hayne’s name. Mrs, Rayner looked annoyed. It was evident 
that she wanted more information,—wanted to ask, but was restrained. 
Royce determined to be outspoken. 

“Several of us have got quite in the way of stopping there on our 
- way from afternoon stables,” e said, very quietly. “ Mr. Hayne has 
his piano now, and has nearly recovered the full use of his eyes. He 
plays well.” 

Mrs. Rayner turned about once more, and, without saying so much 
as good-night, went heavily up-stairs, leaving her escort to share with * 
Mr. Royce such welcome as the captain was ready to accord them. If 
forbidden to talk on the subject nearest her heart, she would not speak 
at all. She would have banged her door, but that would have waked 
baby. It stung her to the quick to know that the cavalry officers 
were daily visitors at Mr. Hayne’s quarters. It was little comfort to 
know that the infantry officers did not go, for she and.they both knew 
that, except Major Waldron, no one of their number was welcome 
under that roof unless he would voluntarily come forward and say, “I 
believe you innocent.” She felt that but for the stand made by Hayne 
himself most of their number would have received him into comrade- 
ship again by this time, and she could hardly sleep that night from 
thinking over what she had heard. 

But could she have seen the figure that was slinking in the snow at 
the rear door of Hayne’s quarters that very evening, peering into the 
lighted rooms, and at last, after many an irresolute turn, knocki 
timidly for admission and then hiding behind the corner of the sh 
until Sam came and poked his pig-tailed head out into the wintry 
que wondering effort to find the visitor, she would not have 
slept at all. t 

It was poor Clancy, once more mooning about the garrison and up 
to his old tricks. Clancy had been drinking but he wanted to know, 
“could he spake with the lieutenant ?” 
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IX. 


“JT have been reading over your letter of Thursday last, dear 
Steven,” wrote Miss Travers, “and there is much that I feel I ought 
to answer. You and Kate are very much of a mind about the ‘ tempta- 
tions’ with which I am surrounded ; but you are far more imaginative 
than she is, and far more courteous. There is so much about your 
letter that touches me deeply that I want to be frank and fair in my 
reply. I have been dancing all this evening, was out at dinner before 
that, and have made many calls this afternoon ; but, tired as I am, my 
letter must be written, for to-morrow will be but the repetition of to- 
day. Is it that I am cold and utterly heartless that I can sit and write 
so calmly in reply to your fervent and appealing letter? Ah, Steven, 
it is what may be said of me; but, if cold and heartless to you, I have 
certainly given no man at this garrison the faintest reason to think that 
he has inspired any greater interest in him. They are all kind, all very 
attentive. I have told you how well Mr. Royce dances and Mr. Mer- 
ton rides and Mr. Foster reads and talks. They entertain me vastly, 
and I do like it. More than this, Steven, I am pleased with their evi- 
dent admiration,—not alone pleased and proud that they should admire 
me who am pledged to you,—not that alone, I frankly confess, but 
because it in itself is pleasant. It pleases me. Very possibly it is 
because I am vain. 

“ And yet, though my hours are constantly occupied, though they 
are here from morning till night, no one of them is more attentive than 
another. There are five or six who come daily. There are some who 
do not come at all. Am I a wretch, Steven? There are two or three 
that do not call who I wish would call. I would like to know them. 

_ “Yet they know—they could not help it, with Kate here, and I 
never forget—that I am your promised wife. Steven, do you not 
sometimes forget the conditions of that promise? Even now, again 
and again do I not repeat to you that you ought to release me and free 
yourself? Of course your impulse will be to say my heart is changing, 
—that I have seen others whom I like better. No, I have seen no one 
I like as well. But is ‘like’ what you deserve-—what you ask? and 
is it not all I have ever been able to promise you? Steven, bear me 
witness, for Kate is bitterly unjust to me at times, I told you again and 
again last summer and fall that I did not love you and ought not to 
think of being your wife. Yet, poor, homeless,’ dependent as I am, 
how strong was the temptation to say yes to your plea! You know 
that I did not and would not until time and again your sweet mother, 
whom I do love, and Kate, who had been a mother to me, both declared 
that that should make no difference : the love would come: the happiest 
marriages the world over were those in which the girl respected the man 
of her choice: love would come, and come speedily, when once she 
was his wife. You yourself declared you could wait in patience,—you 
would woo and win by and by. Only promise to be your wife before: 
returning to the frontier, and you would be content. Steven, are you 
content? You know you are not; you know you are unhappy; 
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it is all, not because I am growing to love some one else, but because I 
am not growing to love you. Heaven knows I want to love you; for 
so long as you hold me to it my promise is sacred and shall be kept. 
More than that, if you say that it is your will that I seclude myself 
from these attentions, give up dancing, give up rides, drives, walks, and 
even receiving visits, here, so be it. E will obey. But write this to 
me, Steven,—not to Kate. I am too proud to ask her to show me the 
letters I know she has received from you,—and there are some she has 
not shown me,—but I cannot understand a man’s complaining to other 

rsons of the conduct: of the woman who is, or is to be, his wife. 

orgive me if I pain you: sometimes even to myself I seem old and 
stran I have lived so much alone, have had to think and do for 
myself so many years while Kate has been away, that perhaps I’m not 
‘like other girls ; but the respect I feel for you would be injured if I 
thought you strove to guide or govern me through others ; and of one 
thing be sure, Steven, I must honor and respect and look wp to the man 
I marry, love or no love. 

“Once you said it would kill you if you believed I could be false 
to you. If by that you meant that, having given my promise to you 
to be your wife at some future time, I must school myself to love you, 
and will be considered false if love do not come at my bidding or yours, 
I say to you solemnly, release me now. I may not love, but I cannot 
and will not deceive you, even by simulating love that does not exist. 
Suppose that love were to be kindled in my heart. Suppose I were to 
learn to care for some one here. You would be the first one to know it; 


for I would tell you as soon as I knew it myself. Then what could I 
hope for,—or you? Surely you would not want to marry a girl who 
loved another man. But is it much better to marry one who feels that 
she does not love you? Think of it, Steven: I am very lonely, very 
far from happy very wretched over Kate’s evident trouble and all the 


sorrow I am bringing you and yours; but have I misled or deceived 
you in any-one thing? Once only has a word been spoken or a scene 
occurred that you could perhaps have objected to. I told you the 
whole thing in my letter of § Sunday last, and why I had not told Katé 
We have not met since that night, Mr. Hayne and I, and may net; 
but he is a man whose story excites my profound pity and sorrow, and 
he is one of ‘the two or three I feel that I would like to see more of. 
Is this being false to you or to my promise? If so, Steven, you cannot 
say that I have not given you the whole truth. 

“ It is very late at night,—one o’clock,—and Kate is not yet asleep, 
and the captain is still down-stairs, reading. He is not looking well at 
all, and Kate is sorely anxious about him. It was his evidence that 
brought years of ostracism and misery upon Lieutenant Hayne, and 
there are vague indications that in his own regiment the officers are 
beginning to believe that possibly he was not the guilty man. The 
cavalry officers, of course, say nothing to us on the subject, and I have 
never heard the full story. If he has been, as is suggested, the victim 
of a scoundrel, and Captain Rayner was at fault in his evidence, no 
poniahenivt on earth could be too great for the villain who planned 


is ruin, and no remorse could atone for Captain Rayner’s share. I 
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never saw so sad a face on mortal man as Mr. Hayne’s. Steven Van 
Antwerp, I wish I were a man! I would trace that mystery to the 
bitter end. 

“This is a strange letter to send to—to you; but I am a strange 
girl. Already I am more than expecting you to write and release me 
unconditionally ; and you ought to do it. Ido not say I want it. 

“ Faithfully, at least, yours, 
“ NELLIE. 

“‘P.S.—Should you write to Kate, you are not to tell her, remember, 
of my meeting with Mr. Hayne. Of course I am anxious to have your 
reply to that letter ; but it will be five days yet.” 


An odd letter, indeed, for a girl not yet twenty, and not of a hope- 
inspiring character ; but when it reached Mr. Van ae he did not 
pale in reading it: his face was ghastly before he began. If anything, 
he seemed relieved by some passages, though rejoiced by none. Then 
he took from an inner pocket the letter that had reached him a few days 
previous, and all alone in his room, late at night, he read it over again, 
threw it upon the table at which he was sitting, then, with passionate 
abandonment, buried his face in his arms and groaned aloud in anguish. 

Two days after writing this letter Miss Travers was so unfortunate 
as to hear a conversation in the dining-room which was not intended 
for her ears. She had gone to her room immediately after breakfast, 
and, glancing from her window, saw that the officers were just going 
to head-quarters for the daily matinée. For half or three-quarters of 
an hour, therefore, there could be no probable interruption ; and she 
decided to write an answer to the letter which came from Mr. Van 
Antwerp the previous afternoon. A bright fire was burning in the 
old-fashioned stove with which frontier quarters are warmed if not orna- 
mented, and she perched her little, slippered feet upon the hearth, took 
her portfolio in her lap, and began. Mrs. Rayner was in the nursery, 
absorbed with the baby and the nurse, when a servant came and an- 
nounced that “a lady was in the kitchen” and wanted to speak with 
the lady of the house. Mrs. Rayner promptly responded that’ she was 
bisy and couldn’t be disturbed, and wondered who it could be that 
came to her kitchen to see her. 

“Can I be of service, Kate?” called Miss Travers, “I will run 
down, if you say so.” 

“T wish you would,” was the reply; and Miss Travers put aside 
her writing. ‘“ Didn’t she give any name?” asked Mrs. Rayner of © 
the Abigail, who was standing with her head just visible at the stair- 
way, it being one of the unconquerable tenets of frontier domestics to 
go no farther than is absolutely necessary in conveying messages of any 
kind ; and this damsel, though new to the neighborhood, was native and 
to the manner born in all the tricks of the trade. 

“She said you knew her name, ma’am. She’s the lady from the 


hospital.” 
“Here, Jane, take the baby! Never mind, Nellie: I must go!” 
And Mrs, Rayner started with surprising alacrity ; but as she her 


door Miss Travers saw the look of deep anxiety on her face. 
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A moment later she heard voices'at the front door,—a party of ladies 
who were going to spend the morning with the colonel’s wife at some 
“ Dorcas society” work which many of them had embraced with enthu- 
siasm. “I want to see Miss Travers, just a minute,” she heard a voice 
say, and recognized the pleasant tones of Mrs. Curtis, the young wife 
of one of the infantry officers: so a second time she put aside her 
writing, and then ran down to the front door. Mrs. Curtis merely 
wanted to remind her that she must be sure to come and spend the 
afternoon with her and bring her music, and was dismayed to find that 
Miss Travers could not come before stable-call: she had an engage- 
ment. “Of course: I might have known it: you are besieged every 
hour. Well, can you come to-morrow? Do.” And, to-morrow being 
settled upon, and despite the fact that several of the party waiting on 
the sidewalk looked cold and impatient, Mrs. Curtis found it impossible 
to tear herself away until certain utterly irrelevant matters had been 
lightly touched upon and lingeringly abandoned. The officers were just 
beginning to pour forth from head-quarters when the group of ladies 
finally got under way again and Miss Travers closed the door. It 
was now useless to return to her letter: so she strolled into the parlor 
just as she heard her sister’s voice at the kitchen door : 

“ Come right in here, Mrs. Clancy. Now, quick, what is it ?” 

And from the dining-room came the answer, hurried, half whispered, 
and mysterious,— : 

“ He’s been drinkin’ ever since he got out of hospital, ma’am, an’ 


he’s worse than ever about Loot’nant Hayne. It’s mischief he’ll be 
doin’, ma’am : he’s crazy-like——” ; 

“Mrs. Clancy, you must watch him. You Hush !” 

And here she stopped short, for, in astonishment at what she had 
already heard, and in her instant effort to hear no more of what was so 
evidently not intended for her, Miss Travers hurried from the parlor, 
the swish of her skirts telling loudly of her — there. She went 


again to her room. What could it mean? Why was her proud, im- 
perious Kate holding secret ‘interviews with this coarse and vulgar 
woman? What concern was it of hers that Clancy should be “ worse” 
about Mr. Hayne? It could not mean that the mischief he would do 
was mischief to the man who had saved his life and his property. That 
was out of the question. It could not mean that the poor, broken- 
down, drunken fellow had the means in his power of further harming a 
man who had already been made to suffer so much. Indeed, Kate’s 
very exclamation, the very tone in which she spoke, showed a distress 
of mind that arose from no fear for one whom she hated as she hated 
Hayne. Her anxiety was personal. It was for her husband and for 
herself she feared, or woman’s tone-and tongue never ‘yet revealed a 
secret. Nellie Travers stood in her room stunned and bewildered, yet 
trying hard to recall and put together all the scattered stories and 
rumors that had reached her about the strange conduct of Clancy 
after he was taken to the hospital,—especially about his heart-broken 
wail when told that it was Lieutenant Hayne who had reseued him and 
little Kate from hideous death. Somewhere, somehow, this man was 
connected with the mystery which encircled the long-hidden truth in 
Vor. XXXIX.—60 
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_ Hayne’s trouble. Could it be possible that he did not realize it, and 
that her sister had discovered it? Could it be——oh, heaven! no/— 
could it be that Kate was standing between that lonely and friendless 
man and the revelation that would set him right? She could not be- 
lieve it of her! She would not believe it of her sister! And yet what 
did Kate mean by charging Mrs. Clancy to watch him,—that drunken 
husband? What could it mean but that she was striving to prevent 
Mr. Hayne’s ever hearing the truth? She longed to learn more and 
solve the riddle once and for all. They were still earnestly talking to- 
gether down in the dining-room ; but she could not listen. Kate knew 
her g0 well that she had not closed the door leading into the hall, though 
both she and the laundress of Company B had lowered their voices. It 
was disgraceful at best, thought Miss Travers, it was beneath her sister, 
that she should hold any private conversation with a woman of that class. 
Confidences with such were contamination. She half determined to 
rush down-stairs and put an end to it, but was saved the scene: fresh 
young voices, hearty ringing tones, and the stamp of heavy boot-heels 
iy a at the door; and as Rayner entered, ushering in Royce and 
Graham, Mrs. Rayner and the laundress fled once more to the kitchen. 
When the sisters found themselves alone again, it was late in the 
evening. Mrs. Rayner came to Nellie’s room and talked on various 
topics for some little time, watching narrowly her sister’s face. The 
young girl hardly spoke at all. It was evident to the elder what her 
thoughts must be. 

“T suppose you think I should explain Mrs. Clancy’s agitation and 
mysterious conduct, Nellie,” she finally and suddenly said. - : 

“T do not want you to tell me anything, Kate, that you yourself 
do not wish to tell me. You understand, of course, how I happened 
to be there ?” 

“Qh, certainly. I wasn’t thinking of that. You couldn’t lp 
hearing ; but you must have thought it queer,—her being so agitated, 
mean.” 

No answer. 

“ Didn’t you?” 

“T wasn’t thinking of her at all.” 

“What did you think, then?” half defiantly, yet trembling and 
growing white. “ 

“I thought it strange that you should be talking with her in such a 
way. , 

__ “She was worried about her husband,—his drinking so much,—and 
came to consult me.” 

“Why should she—and you—show such consternation at his con- 
nection with the name of Mr. Hayne?” 

“Nellie, that matter is one you know I cannot bear to talk of.” 
(“ Very recently only,” thought the younger.) “You once asked me 
to tell you what Mr. Hayne’s crime had been, and I answered. that 
until you could hear the whole story you could not understand the 
matter at all. We are both worried sheet Clancy. He is not himself; 
he is wild and imaginative when he’s drinking. He has some stran 
fancies since the fire, and he thinks he ought to do something to help 
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the officer because he helped him, and his head is full of Police Gazette 
stories, utterly without foundation, and he thinks he can tell who the 
real culprits were,—or something of that kind. It is utter nonsense, 
I have investigated the whole thing,—heard the whole story. It is 
the trashiest, most impossible thing you ever dreamed of, and would 
only make fearful trouble if Mr. Hayne got hold of it.” 

“ Why 9? ‘ 

“Why? Because he is naturally vengeful and embittered, and he 
would seize on any pretext to make it unpleasant for the officers:‘who 
brought about his trial.” 

“Do you mean that what Clancy says in any way affects them?” 
asked Nell, with quickening pulse and color. 

“It might, if there were a word of truth in it; but it is the maudlin 
dream of a liquor-maddened brain. Mrs. Clancy and I both know 
that what he says is utterly impossible. Indeed, he tells no two stories 
alike.” 

“‘ Has he told you anything ?” 

“No; but she tells me everything.” 

“How do you know she tells the truth ?” 

“Nellie! Why should she deceive me? I have done everything 
for them.” 

“T distrust her all the same; and you had better be warned in 
time. If he has any theory, no matter how crack-brained, or if he 
knows anything about the case and wants to tell it to Mr. Hayne, you 
are the last woman on earth who should stand in the way.” 

“Upon my word, Nellie Travers, this is going too far! One 
would think you believed I wish to stand in the way of that young’ 
man’s restoration.” 

“ Kate, if you lift a hand or speak one word to prevent Clancy’s 
seeing Mr. Hayne and telling him everything he knows, you will make 
me believe—precisely that.” 

Captain Rayner heard sobbing and lamentation on the bedroom 
floor when he came in a few moments after. Going aloft, he found 
Miss Travers’s door closed as usual, and his wife in voluble distress 
of mind. He could only learn that she and Nellie had had a falling 
out, and that Nell had behaved in a most unjust, disrespectful, and out- 
rageous way. She declined to give further particulars, 


xX. 


Miss Travers had other reasons for wanting to. be alone. That 
very afternoon, just after stable-call, she found herself unoccupied for 
the time being, and decided to go over and see Mrs. Waldron a few 
moments. The servant admitted her to the little army parlor, and 
informed her that Mrs. Waldron had stepped out, but would be home 
directly. A bright wood fire was blazing on the hearth and throwin 
flickering lights and shadows about the cosey room. The piano “a 
invitingly open, and on the rack were some waltzes of Strauss she re- 
membered having heard the cavalry band play a night or two previous, 
Seating herself, she began to try them, and speedily became interested, 
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Her back being to the door, she did not notice that another visitor was 
soon ushered in,—a man. She continued slowly “ picking out” the 
melody, for the light was growing dim and it was with difficulty that 
she could distinguish the notes. Twice she essayed a somewhat com- 
plicated passage, became entangled, bent down and closely scanned the 
music, began again, once more became involved, exclaimed impatiently, 
“ How absurd !” and whirled about on the piano-stool, to find herself 
facing Mr. Hayne. 

Now that the bandage was removed from his eyes it was no such 
easy matter to meet him. Her sweet face flushed instantly as he bent 
low and spoke her name. 

“T had no idea any one was here. It quite startled me,” she 
said, as she withdrew from his the hand she had mechanically ex- 
tended to him. 

“Tt was my hope not to interrupt you,” he answered, in the low, 
gentle voice she had marked before. “You helped me when my 
music was all adrift the other night: may I not help you find some 
of this ?” 

“T wish you would play, Mr. Hayne.” - 

“T will play for you gladly, Miss Travers, but waltz-music is not 
my forte. Let me see what else there is here.” And he began turning 
over the sheets on the stand. 

“ Are your eyes well enough to read music,—especially in such a 
dim light?” she asked, with evident sympathy. 

“‘ My eyes are doing very well,—better than my fingers, in fact,— 
and, as I rarely play by note after I once learn a piece, the eyes make 
no difference. What music do you like? I merely looked at this col- 
lection thinking you might see something that pleased you.” 

“Mrs, Ray told me you played Rubinstein so well,—that melody 
in F, for one.” 

“Did Mrs, Ray speak of that ?”—his face brightening. ‘I’m glad 
they found anything to enjoy in my music.” ‘ 

“* They’ found a great deal, Mr. Hayne, and there are a:number 
who are envious of their good fortune,—I, for one,” she answered, 
blithely. “Now play for me. Mrs. Waldron will be here in a 
minute.” ws 

And when Mrs. Waldron came in, a little later, Miss Travers, seated 
in an easy-chair and looking intently into the blaze, was listening as 
intently to the soft, rich melodies that Mr. Hayne was playing. The 
firelight was flickering on her shining hair; one slender white hand 
was toying with the locket that hung at her throat, the other gently 
tapping on the arm of the chair in unison with the music. And Mr. 
Hayne, seated in the shadow, bent slightly over the key-board, absorbed 
in his pleasant task, and playing as though all his soul were thrilling in 
his finger-tips. Mrs. Waldron stood in silence at the door-way, watch- 
ing the unconscious pair with an odd yet comforted expression in her 
eyes. At last, in one long, sweet, sighing chord, the melody softl 
died away, and Mr. Hayne slowly turned and looked upon the girl. 
She seemed to have wandered off into dream-land. Fora moment there 
was no sound ; then, with a little shivering sigh, she roused herself. 
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“It is simply exquisite,” she said. ‘You have given me such a 
treat |” 

“T’m glad. I owe you a great deal more pleasure, Miss Travers,” 

Mrs. Waldron hereat elevated her eyebrows. She would have 
slipped away if she could, but she was a woman of substance, and as 
solid in flesh as she was warm of heart. She did the only thing left 
to her,—came cordially forward to welcome her two visitors and ex- 
press her delight that Miss Travers could have an opportunity of hear- 
ing Mr. Hayne play. She soon succeeded in starting him again, and 
shortly thereafter managed to slip out unnoticed. When he turned 
around a few minutes afterwards, she had vanished. 

“Why, I had no idea she was gone!” exclaimed Miss Travers; and 
then the color mounted to her brow. He must think her extremely 
absorbed in his playing; and so indeed she was. 

“You are very fond of music, I see,” he said, at a venture, 

“Yes, very; but I play very little and very badly. Pardon me, 
Mr. Hayne, but you have slope many years, have you not?” 

“Not so very many ; but——there have been many in which I had 
little else to do. but practise.” : 

-She reddened again. It was so unlike him, she thought, to refer to 
that matter in speaking to her. He seemed to read her:  - 

“T speak of it only that I may say to you again what I began just 
before Mrs. Waldron came. You gave me no opportunity to thank 
you the other night, and I may not have another. You do not know 
what an event in my life that meeting with you was; and you cannot 
know how I have gone over your words again and again. Forgive me 
the embarrassment I see I cause you, Miss Travers. We are so un- 
likely to meet at all that you can afford to indulge me this once.” He 
was smiling so gravely, sadly, now, and had risen and was standing by 
her as she sat there in the big easy-chair, still gazing into the fire, but 
listening for his every word. “In five-long years I have heard no 
words from a woman’s lips that gave me such joy and comfort as those 
you spoke so hurriedly and without premeditation. Only those who 
know anything of what my past has been could form any idea of the 
emotion with which I heard you. If I could not have seen you to say 
how—how I thanked you, I would have had to write. This explains 
what I said awhile ago: I owe you more pleasure than I can ever give. 
But one thing was certain: I could not bear the idea that you should 
not be told, and by me, how grateful your words were to me,—how 
grateful I was to you. “Again, may God bless you !” 

And now he turned: abruptly away, awaiting no answer, reseated 
himself at the piano and retouched the keys. But, though she sat 
motionless and speechless, she knew that he had been trembling so 
violently and that his hands were still so tremulous he could play no 
more. It was some minutes that they sat thus, neither speaking ; and 
as he regained his self-control and began to attempt some simple little 
melodies, Mrs. Waldron returned : 

‘ “‘ How very domestic you look, young people! Shall we light the 
mps 9” 4 
“T’ve stayed too long already,” said Miss Travers, springing to her 
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feet. ‘Kate does not know I’m out, and will be wondering what has 
become of her sister.”” She laughed nervously. “Thank you so much 
for the music, Mr. Hayne !—Forgive my running off so suddenly, won’t 
you, Mrs. Waldron?” she asked, pleadingly, as she put her hand in 
hers ; and as her hostess reassured her she bent oad kissed the girl’s 
flushed cheek. Mr. Hayne was still standing patiently by the centre- 
table. Once more she turned, and caught his eye, flushed, half hesitated, 
then held out her hand with quick impulse: 

“Good-evening, Mr. Hayne. I shall hope to hear you play again.” 

And, with pulses throbbing, and cheeks that still burned, she ran 
quickly down the line to Captain Rayner’s quarters, and was up-stairs 
and in her room in another minute. 

This was an interview she would find it hard to tell to Kate. But 
told it was, partially, and she was sitting now, late at night, hearing 
through her closed door her sister’s unmusical lamentations,—hearing 
still ringing in her ears the reproaches. heaped upon her when that 
sister was quietly told that she and Mr. Hayne had met twice. And 
now she was sitting there, true to herself and her resolution, telling Mr. 
Van Antwerp all about it. Can one conjecture the sensations with 
which he received and read. that letter ? 

Mr. Hayne, too, was having a wakeful night. He had gone to 
Mrs. Waldron’s to pay a dinner-call, with the result just told. He 
had one or two other visits to make among the cavalry households in 
garrison, but, after a few moments’ chat with Mrs. Waldron, he decided 
that he preferred going home. Sam had to call three times before Mr. 
Hayne obeyed the summons to dinner that evening. The sun was going 
down behind the great range to the southwest, and the trumpets were 
pealing “retreat” on the frosty air, but Hayne’s curtains were drawn, 
and he was sitting before his fire, deep in thought, hearing nothing. 
The doctor came in soon after he finished his solitary dinner, chatted 
with him awhile, and smoked away at his pipe. He wanted to talk 
with Hayne about some especial matter, and he found it hard work to 
begin. The more he saw of his patient the better he liked him: he 
Was interested in him, and had been making inquiries. Without his 
pipe he found himself uninspired. 

“Mr. Hayne, if you will permit, I’ll fill up and blow another 
cloud. Didn’t you ever smoke?” 

“Yes. I was very fond of my cigar six or seven years ago.” 

“ And you gave it up?” asked the doctor, tugging away at the 
strings of his little tobacco-pouch. 

“T gave up everything that was not an absolute necessity,” said 
Hayne, calmly. “Until I could get free of a big load there was no 
comfort in anything. After that was gone I had no more use for such 
old friends than certain other old friends seemed to have for me. It 
was a mutual cut.” 

“To the best of my belief, you were the gainer in both cases,” said 
the doctor, gruffly. ‘The longer I live the more I agree with Carlyle: 
the men we live and move with are mostly fools.” 

Hayne’s face was as grave and quiet as ever : 


“These are hard lessons to. learn, doctor. I presume few young 
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fellows thought more of human friendship than I did the first two years 
I was in-service.” 

“‘ Hayne,” said the doctor, “ sometimes I have thought you did not 
- want to talk about this matter to any soul‘on earth; but I am speaking 
from no empty curiosity now. If you forbid it, I shall not intrude ; 
but there are some questions that, since knowing you, and believing in 
you as [ pointeeiny do, I would like to ask. You seem bent on 
returning to duty here to-morrow, though you might stay on sick report 
’ ten days yet; and I want to stand between you and the possibility of 
annoyance and trouble if I can.” 

“‘ You are kind, and I appreciate it, doctor; but do you think that 
the colonel is a man who will be apt to let me suffer injustice at the 
hands of any one here?” 

“‘T don’t, indeed. He is full of sympathy for you, and I know he 
means you shall have fair play; but a company commander has as 
many and as intangible ways of making a man suffer as has a woman, 
How do you stand with Rayner ?” 

“ Precisely where I stood five years ago. He is the most determined 
enemy I have in the service, and will down me if he can; but I have 
learned a good deal in my time. There is a grim sort of comfort now 
in knowing that while he would gladly trip me I can make him miser- 
able by being too strong for him.’ 

“You still hold the same theory as to his evidence you did at the 
Gress the court? of course I have heard what you said to and of 

im. 

“TI have never changed in that respect.” 

“ But supposing that—mind you, J believe he was utterly mistaken 
in what he thought he heard and saw,—supposing that all that was 
testified to by him actually occurred, have you any theory that would 
point out the real criminal ?” 

“Only one. If that money was ever handed me that day at Battle 
Butte, only one man could have made away with it; and it is useless 
to charge it to him.” ’ 

“You mean Rayner?” 

“T have to mean Rayner.” 

“ But you claim it never reached you ?” ‘ 

“ Certainly.” 

‘“‘ Yet every other package—memoranda and all—was handed you?” 

“Not only that, but Captain Hull handed me the money-packet 
with the others,—took them all from his saddle-bags just before the 
charge. The packet was sealed when he gave it to me, and when I 
broke the seal it was stuffed with worthless blanks.” 

“ And..you: have never suspected a soldier;—~a single messenger or 
servant ?” ’ 

“Not one. Whom could I?” 

“Hayne, had you any knowledge of this man Clancy before ?” 

“Clancy! The drunken fellow we pulled out of the fire?” 

“The same.” 

““Nu; never to my knowledge saw or heard of him, except when 
he appeared as witness at the court.” 
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“Yet he was with the —th Cavalry at that very fight at Battle 
Butte. He was a sergeant then, though not in Hull’s troop.” ae 

“ Does he say he knew me? or does he talk of that affair?” asked 
the lieutenant, with sudden interest. 

“Not that. He cannot be said to say anything; but he was won- 
derfully affected over your rescuing him,—strangely so, one of the 
nurses persists in telling me, though the steward and Mrs. Clancy de- 
clare it was just drink and excitement. Still, I have drawn from him 
that he knew you well by sight during that campaign; but he says he © 
was not by when Hull was killed.” 

“Does he act as though he knew anything that could throw any 
light on the matter ?” ‘ 

“T cannot say. His wife declares he has been queer all winter,— 
hard drinking,—and of course that is possible.” 

‘Sam told me there was a soldier here two nights ago who wanted 
to talk with me, but the man was drunk, and he would not let him in 
or tell me. He thought he wanted to borrow money.” 

“T declare, I believe it was Clancy!” said the doctor. “If he 
wants to see you and talk, let him. There’s no telling but what even 
a drink-racked brain may bring the matter to light.” > | ‘ts 

And long that night Mr. Hayne sat there thinking, partly of what 
the doctor had said, but more of what had occurred -during the late 
afternoon. Midnight was called by the sentries. He went to his door 
and looked out on the broad, bleak prairie, the moonlight glinting on 
the tin roofing of the patch of buildings over at the station far across 
the dreary level and glistening on the patches of snow that here and 
there streaked the surface. It was all so cold and calm and still. His 
blood was hot and fevered. Something invited him into the peace and 
purity of the night. He threw on his overcoat and furs, and strolled 
up to the gateway, past the silent and deserted store, whose-lighted bar 
and billiard-room was generally the last thing to close along Prairie 
Avenue. There was not a glimmer of light about the quarters of the 
trader or the surgeon’s beyond. One or two faint gleams stole through 
the blinds at the big hospital, and told of the night-watch by some 
fevered bedside. He passed on around the fence and took a path that 
led sto the target-ranges north of the post and back of officers’ row, 
thinking deeply all the while; and finally, re-entering the garrison by 
the west gate, he came down along the hard gravelled walk that passed 
in circular sweeps the offices and the big house.of the colonel com- 
manding and then bore straight away in front of the entire line, All 
was darkness and quiet. He passed in succession the houses. of the 
field-officers of the cavalry, looked longingly at the darkened front of 
Major Waldron’s cottage,where he had lived so sweet an- hour before 
the setting of the last sun, then went on again and paused surprised:in 
front of Captain Rayner’s. A bright light was still burning in the 
front room on the second floor. Was she, too, awake and thinking of 
that interview? He looked wistfully at the lace curtains that shrduded 
the interior, and then the clank of a cavalry sabre sounded in his ears, 
and a tall officer came springily across the roed. ‘ 

“Who the devil’s that?” was the blunt military greeting. 
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_ “Mr. Hayne,” was the quiet reply. 
'“ What? Mr. Hayne? Oh! Beg your on, man,—couldn’t 
imagine who it was mooning around out here after midnight.” 

“TI don’t wonder,” answered Hayne. “Iam rather given to late 
hours, and after reading-a long time I often take a stroll before turn- 
ing in.” 

S Ah, yes: I see, Well, won’t you drop in and chat awhile? I’m 
officer of the day, and have to owl to-night.” 

“ Thanks, no, not this time; I must go to bed. Good-night, Mr. 
Blake.” 

“Good-night to you, Mr. Hayne,” said Blake, then stood gazin 
perplexedly after him. “Now, my fine fellow,” was his dissatisfi 
query, “what on earth do you mean by prowling around Rayner’s 
at this hour of the night ?” X 


XI. 


It was very generally known throughout -Fort Warrener by ten 
o’clock on the following morning that Mr. Hayne had returned to duty 
and was one of the first officers to appear at the matinée. Once more 
the colonel had risen from his chair, taken him by the hand, and wel- 
comed him. This time he expressed the hope that nothing would now 
occur to prevent their seeing him daily. 

“Won't you come in to the club-room?” asked Captain Gregg, 
afterwards. ‘‘ We will be pleased to have you.” 

“‘ Excuse me, captain, I shall be engaged all morning,” answered 
Mr. Hayne, and walked on down the row. Nearly all the officers were 
strolling away in groups of three or four. Hayne walked past them 
all with quick, soldierly step and almost aggressive manner, and. was 
soon far ahead, all by himself. Finding it an unprofitable subject, 
there had been little talk between the two regiments as to what Mr. 
Hayne’s status should be on his reappearance. Everybody heard that 
he had somewhat rudely spurned the advances of Ross and his com- 
panions. Indeed, Ross had told the story with strong coloring to more 
than half the denizens of officers’ row. Evidently he desired no further 
friendship or intercourse with his brother blue-straps; and only a few 
of the cavalry officers found his society attractive. He played de- 
lightfully ; he was well read ; but in general talk he was not entertain- 
ing. ‘ Altogether too sepulchral,—or at least funereal,” explained the 
cavalry. “He never laughs, and rarely smiles, and he’s as glum as a 
Quaker meeting,” was another complaint. So a social success was 
hardly to be predicted for Mr. Hayne. 

While he could not be invited where just a few infantry people 
were the other guests, from a big general gathering or party he, of 
course, could not be omitted ; but there he would have his cavalry and 
medical friends to talk to, and then there was Major Waldron. It was 
a grievous pity that there should be such an element of embarrassment, 
but it couldn’e be helped. As the regimental adjutant had said, Hayne 
himself was the main obstacle to his restoration to regimental friend- 
ship. No man who piques himself on the belief thaf he is about to do 
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a virtuous and praiseworthy act will be apt to persevere when the ob- 
ject of his benevolence treats him with cold contempt. If Mr. Hayne 
saw fit to repudiate the civilities a few officers essayed to extend to him, 
no others would subject themselves to similar rebuffs; and if he could 
stand the status quo, why, the regiment could ; and that, said the Riflers, 
was the end of the matter. 

But it was not the end, by a good deal. Some few of the ladies of 
the infantry, actuated by Mrs. Rayner’s vehement exposition of the 
case, had aligned themselves on her side as against the post commander, 
and by their general conduct sought to convey to the colonel and to the 
ladies who were present at the first dinner given Mr. Hayne thorough 
disapproval of their course. This put the cavalry people on their mettle 
and led to a division in the garrison ; and as Major Waldron was, in 
Mrs. Rayner’s eyes, equally culpable with the colonel, it so resulted that 
two or three infantry households, together with some unmarried subal- 
terns, were arrayed socially against their own battalion commander 
as well as against the grand panjandrum at post head-quarters. If it 
had not been for the determined attitude of Mr. Hayne himself, the 
garrison might speedily have been resolved into two parties—Hayne 
and anti-Hayne sympathizers; but the whole bearing of that young 
man was fiercely repellent of sympathy: he would have none of it. 
“‘Hayne’s position,” said Major Waldron, “is practically this: he 
holds that no man who has borne himself as he has during these five 
years—denied himself everything that he might make up every cent 


that was lost, though he was in no wise responsible for the loss—could. 


by any possibility have been guilty of the charges on which he was 
tried. From this he will not abate one jot or tittle; and he refuses 
now to restore to his friendship the men who repudiated him in his 
years of trouble, except on their profession of faith in his entire inno- 
cence.” Now, this was something the cavalry could not do without 
some impeachment of the evidence which was heaped up against the 
poor fellow at the time of the trial; and it was something the infantry 
would not do, because thereby they would virtually pronounce one at 
least of their own officers to have repeatedly and persistently given 
false testimony. In the case of Waldron and the cavalry, however, it 
was possible for Hayne to return their calls of courtesy, because they, 
having never “sent him to Coventry,” received him precisely as they 
would receive any other officer. With the Riflers it was different: 
having once “cut” him as though by unanimous accord, and having 
taught the young officers joining year after year to regard him as a 
criminal, they could be restored to Mr. Hayne’s friendship, as has been 
said before, only “on confession of error.’ Buxton and two or three 
of his stamp called or left their cards on Mr. Hayne because their 
colonel had so done; but precisely as the ceremony was performed, just 
so was it returned. Buxton was red with wrath over what he termed 
Hayne’s conceited and supercilious manner when returning his call : 
“T called upon him like a gentleman, by thunder, just to let him 
understand I wanted to help him out of the mire, and told him if there 
was anything I could do for him that a gentleman could do, not to 
hesitate about letting me know ; and when he came to my house to-day, 





THE DESERTER. 771 


damned if he didn’t patronize me/—talked to me about the Plevna siege, 
and wanted to discuss Gourko and the Balkans or some other fool thi 
what in thunder have I to do with campaigns in Turkey ?—and I thought 
he meant those nigger soldiers the British have in India,—Goorkhas, 
I know now,—and I did tell him it was an awful blunder, that only a 
Russian would make, to take those Sepoy fellows and put ’em into a 
winter campaign. Of course I hadn’t been booking up the sybject, and 
he had, and sprung it on me; and then, by gad, as he was going, he said 
he had books and maps he would lend me, and if there was anything he 
‘could do for me that a gentleman could do, not to hesitate about asking. 
Damn his impudence !” 

Poor Buxton! One of his idiosyncrasies was to talk wisely to the 
juniors on the subject of European campaigns and to criticise the moves 
of generals whose very names and centuries were entangling snares. 
His own subalterns were, unfortunately for him, at the house when 
Hayne called, and when he, as was his wont, n to expound on 
current military topics. “A little learning,” even, he had not, and the 
dangerous thing that that would have been was supplanted by some- 
thing quite as bad, if not worse. He was trapped and thrown by the 
quiet-mannered infantry subaltern, and it was all Messrs. Freeman and 
Royce could do to restrain their impulse to rush after Hayne and 
embrace him. Buxton was cordially detested by his “subs,” and well 
knew they would tell the story of his defeat, so he made. a virtue of 
necessity and came out with his own version. Theirs was far- more 
ludicrous, and, while it made Mr. Hayne famous, he gained another 
enemy. The —th could not fail to notice how soon after that all 
social recognition ceased between their bulky captain and the pale, 
slender subaltern ; and Mrs. Buxton and Mrs. Rayner became suddenly 
infatuated with each other, while their lords were seldom seen except 
together. 

. All this time, however, Miss Travers was making friends through- 
out the garrison. No one ever presumed to discuss the Hayne affair in 
her presence, because of her relationship to the Rayners; and yet Mrs, 
Waldron had told several people how delightfully she and Mr. Hayne 
had spent an afternoon together. Did not Mrs. Rayner declare that Mrs. 
Waldron was a woman who told everything she knew, or words to that 
effect? It is safe to say that the garrison was greatly interested in the 
story. How strange it was that he should have had a tée-d-tée with 
the sister of his bitterest foe! When did they meet? Had they met 
since? Would they meet again? All these were questions eagerly 
discussed, yet never asked of the parties themselves, Mt . Hayne’s repu- 
tation for snubbing people standing him in excellent stead, and Miss 
Travers’s quiet dignity and reserve of manner being too much for those 
who would have given a good deal to gain her confidence. But there 
was Mrs, Rayner. She, at least, with all her high and mighty ways, 
was no unapproachable creature when it came to finding out what she 
thought of other people’s conduct. So half a dozen, at least, had more 
or less confidentially asked if she knew of Mr. Hayne and Miss 
Travers’s meeting. Indeed she did! and she had given Nellie her 
opinion of her conduct very decidedly. It was Captain Rayner him- 








THE DESERTER. 






772 


self who interposed, she said, and forbade her upbraiding Nellie any 
further. Nellie being gither in an adjoining room or up in her own 
on several occasions when these. queries were propounded to her sister, 
it goes without saying that that estimable woman, after the manner 
of her sex, had elevated her voice in responding, so that there was 
no possibility of the wicked girl’s failing to get the full benefit of 
the scourging she deserved. Rayner had, indeed, positively forbidden 
her further rebuking Nellie; but the man does not live who can prevent 
one woman’s punishing another so long as she can get within earshot, 
and Miss Travers was paying dearly for her independence. 
It cannot be estimated just how great a disappointment her visit to 
the frontier was proving to that young lady, simply because she kept 
her own counsel. There were women in the garrison who longed to 
take her to their hearts and homes, she was so fresh and pure and sweet 
and winning, they said; but how could they, when her sister would 
recognize them only by the coldest possible nod? Nellie was not 
happy, that was certain, though she made no complaint, and though 
the young officers who were daily her devotees declared she was bright 
and attractive as she could be. There were still frequent dances and 
pe in the garrison, but- March was nearly spent, and the weather 
been so vile and blustering that they could not move beyond the 
limits of the post. April might bring a change for the better in the 
weather, but Miss Travers wondered how it could better her position. 
It is hard for a woman of spirit to be materially dependent on any 
one, and Miss Travers was virtually dependent on her brother-in-law. 
The little share of her father’s hard savings was spent on her education. 
Once free from school, she was bound to another apprenticeship, and 
sister Kate, though indulgent, fond, and proud, lost no opportunity of 
telling her how much she owed to Captain Rayner. It got to be a 
fearful weight before the first summer was well over. It was the main 
secret of her acceptance of Mr. Van Antwerp. And now, until she 
would consent to name the day that should bind her for life to him, 
she had no home but such as Kate Rayner could offer her ;. and Kate 
was bitterly offended at her. There was just one chance to end it now 
and forever, and to relieve her sister and the captain of the burden of 
her support. Could she make up her mind to do it? And Mr. Van 
Antwerp offered the opportunity. 
So far from breaking with her, as she half expected,—so far from 
being even angry and reproachful on receiving the-letter she had written 
telling him all about her meetings with Mr. Hayne,—he had-written 
again and again, reproaching himself for his doubts and fears, ing 
her forgiveness for having written and telegraphed to Kate, humbling 
p himself before her in the most abject way, and imploring ‘her to recon- 

sider her determination and to let him write to Captain and Mrs. Ray- 
ner to return to their Eastern home at once, that the marriage might 
take place forthwith and he could bear her away to Europe in May. 
Letter after letter came, eager, imploring, full of tenderest love and 
devotion, full of the saddest apprehension, never reproaching, never 
doubting, never commanding or restraining. The man had found the 
way to touch a woman of her generous nature: he had left all to her; 
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he was at her mercy; and she knew well that he loved her fervently 
and that to lose her would wellnigh break his heart. Could she say 
the word and be free? Surely, as this man’s wife there would be no 
serfdom ; and, yet, could she wed a man for whom she felt no spark of 
love? 

They went down to the creek one fine morning early in April. 
There had been a sudden thaw of the snows up the gorges of the 
Rockies, and the stream had overleaped its banks, spread over the low- 
lands, and flooded some broad depressions in the prairie. Then, capri- 
cious as a woman’s moods, the wind whistled around from the north 
one night and bound the lakelets in a band of ice. The skating was 
gorgeous, and all the pretty ankles on the post were rejoicing in the 
opportunity before the setting of another sun. Coming homeward at 
luncheon-time, Mrs. Rayner, Mrs. Buxton, Miss Travers, and one or 
two others, escorted by a squad of bachelors, strolled somewhat slowly 
along Prairie Avenue towards the gate: It so happened that the 
married ladies were foremost in the little party, when who should 
meet them but Mr. Hayne, coming from the east gate! Mrs. Rayner 
and Mrs. Buxton, though passing him almost elbow to elbow, looked 
straight ahead or otherwise avoided his eye, He raised his forage-cap 
in general acknowledgment of the presence of ladies with the officers, 
but glanced coldly from one to the other until his blue eyes lighted on 
Miss Travers. No woman in that group could fail to note the leap 
of sunshine and gladness to his face, the instant flush that rose to 
his cheek. Miss Travers, herself, saw it quickly, as did the maiden 
walking just behind her, and her heart bounded at the sight. She bowed 
as their eyes met, spoke his name in low tone, and strove to hide her 
face from Mr. Blake, who turned completely around and stole a sudden 
glance at her. She could no more account for than she could control 
it, but her face was.burning. Mrs. Rayner, too, looked around and 
stared at her, but this she met firmly, her dark eyes never quailing 
before the angry glare in her sister's. Blake was beginning to like 
Hayne and to dislike Mrs. Rayner, and he always did like mischief. 

“You owe me a grudge, Miss Travers, if you did but know it,” 
he said, so that all could hear. 

“You, Mr. Blake! How can that be possible?” 

“T spoiled a serenade for you a few nights ago. I was officer of 
the day, and caught sight of a man gazing up at your window after 
midnight. I felt sure he was going to sing: so, like a good fellow, I 
ran over to play an accompaniment, and then—would you believe it? 
—he wouldn’t sing, after all.” 

She was white now. Her eyes were gazing almost imploringly at 
-_ Something warned him to hold his peace, and he broke off 
short. 

“Who was it? Oh, do tell us, Mr. Blake ?’ were the exclamations, 
Mrs. Rayner being most impetuous in her demands. Again Blake 
caught the appeal in Miss Travers’s eyes. 

“That’s what I want to know,” he responded, mendaciously, 
“When I woke up next morning, the whole thing was a dream, and 
I couldn’t fix the fellow at all.” 
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There was a chorus of disappointment and indignation. The idea 
of spoiling such a gem of a sensation! But Blake took it all com- 
placently, until he got home. Then it began to worry him. 

Was it possible that she knew he was there? 

That night there was a disturbance in the garrison. Just after ten 
o’clock, and while the sentries were calling off the hour,a woman’s 
shrieks and cries were heard over behind the quarters of Company B 
and close to the cottage occupied by Lieutenant Hayne. The officers 
of the guard ran to the spot with several men, and found Private Clancy 
struggling and swearing in the grasp of two or three soldiers, while Mrs. 
Clancy was imploring them not to let him go, he was wild-like again ; it 
was drink ; he had the horrors, and was batin’ her while she was tryin’ 
to get him home. And Clancy’s appearance bore out her words. He 
was wild and drunken ; but he swore he meant no harm ; he struggled 
hard for freedom ; he vowed he only wanted to see the lieutenant at his 
quarters ; and Mr. Hayne, lamp in hand, had come upon the scene, and 
was striving to quiet the woman, who only screamed and protested the 
louder. At his quiet order the soldiers released Clancy, and the man 
stood patient and subordinate. 

“Did you want to see me, Clancy?” asked Mr. Hayne. 

“ Askin’ yer pardon, sir, I did,” began the man, unsteadily, and 
evidently struggling with the fumes of the liquor he had been drinking ; 
but before he could speak again, Mrs. Clancy’s shrieks rang out on the 
still air: 

“Qh, for the love of God, howld him, some o’ ye’s! He'll kill 
him! He’s mad, I say! Shure ’tis I that know him best. Oh, 
blessed Vargin, save us! Don’t let him loose, Misther Foster!” she 
screamed to the officer of the guard, who at that.moment appeared on 
the full run. 

“‘ What’s the trouble ?” he asked, breathlessly. 

“Clancy seems to have been drinking, and wants to talk with me 
about something, Mr. Foster,” said Hayne, quietly. “He belongs to 
my company, and I will be responsible that he goes home. It is really 
Mrs. Clancy that is making all the trouble.” 

“Oh, for the love of God, hear him, now, whin the man was tearin’ 
the hair o’ me this minute! Oh, howld him, men! Shure ’tis Captain 
Rayner wud niver let him go.” 

“ What’s the matter, Mrs. Clancy ?” spoke a quick, stern voice, and 
Rayner, with face white as a sheet, suddenly stood in their midst. 

“Oh, God be praised, it’s here ye are, captin! Shure it’s Clancy, 
sir, dhrunk, sir, and runnin’ round the garrison, and batin’ me, sir.” 

“Take him to the guard-house, Mr. Foster,” was the stern, sudden 
order. “Not a word, Clancy,” as the man strove to speak. “Off 
with him; and if he gives you any trouble, send for me.” 

And as the poor fellow was led away, silence fell upon the group. 
Mrs. Clancy began a wail of mingled relief and misery, which the cap- 
tain ordered her to cease and go home. More men came hurrying to 
the spot, and presently the officer of the day. “It is all right now,” 
said Rayner to the latter. ‘“ One of my men—Clancy—was out here 
drunk and raising a row. I have sent him to the guard-house. Go 
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back to your-quarters, men. Come, captain, will you walk over home 
with me?” 

“Was Mr. Hayne here when the row occurred ?” asked the cavalry- 
man, looking as though he wanted to hear something from the young 
officer who stood a silent witness. 

“T don’t know,” replied Rayner. “It makes no difference, captain. 
It is not a case of witnesses. t shan’t prefer charges against the man. 
Come!” And he drew him hastily away. 

Hayne stood watching them as they disappeared beyond the glimmer 
of his lamp. Then a hand was placed on his arm : 

“Did you notice Captain Rayner’s face,—his lips? He was ashen 
as death.” 

‘Come in here with me,” was the reply ; and, turning, Hayne led 
the post surgeon into the house. 


XII. 


There was an unusual scene at the matinée the following morning. 
When Captain Ray relieved Captain Gregg as officer of the day, and 
the two were visiting the sguieiishoties and turning over prisoners, they 
came upon the last name on the list,—Clancy,—and Gregg turned to 
his regimental comrade and said,— 

“No charges are preferred against Clancy, at least none as yet, 
Captain Ray; but his company commander requests that he be held 


here until he can talk over his case with the colonel.” 

“'What’s he in for?” demanded Captain Ray. 

“Getting drunk and raising a row and beating his wife,” answered 
Gregg ; whereat there was a titter among the soldiers. 

“T never shtruck a woman in me life, sir,” said poor Clancy. 

“ Silence, Clancy !” ordered the sergeant of the guard. 

“ No, I’m blessed if I believe that part of it, Clancy, drunk or no 
drunk,” said the new officer of the day.—“ Take charge of him for the 
present, sergeant.” And away they went to the office. 

Captain Rayner was in conversation with the commanding officer 
as they entered, and the colonel was saying,— 

“Tt is not the proper way to handle the case, captain. If he has 
been guilty of drunkenness and disorderly conduct he should be brought 
to trial at once.” 4 

“T admit that, sir; but the case is peculiar. It was Mrs, Clancy that 
made all the noise. I feel sure that after he is perfectly sober I can 
give him such a talking-to as will put a stop to this trouble.” 

“Very well, sir. I am willing to let company commanders experi- 
ment at least once or twice on their theories, so you can try the scheme; - 
but we of the —th have had some years of experience with the Clancys, 
and were not a little amused when they turned up again in our midst as 
accredited members of your company.” _ 

“Then, as I understand you, colonel, Clancy is not to be brought to 
trial for this affair,” suddenly spoke the post. surgeon. 

Everybody looked up in surprise. “ Pills” was the last man, 
ordinarily, to take a hand inthe “shop talk” atthe morning meetings. 
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“No, doctor. His captain thinks it unnecessary to prefer charges.” 

“So do I, sir; and, as I saw the man both before and after his 
confinement last night, I do not think it was necessary to confine 
him.” 

“The officer of the day says there was great disorder,” said the 
colonel, in surprise. 

“ Ay, sir, so there was; and the thing reminds me of the stories 
they used to tell on the New York police. It looked to me as though all 
the row was raised by Mrs. Clancy, as Captain Rayner says; but the 
man was arrested. ‘That being the case, I would ask the captain for 
what specific offence he ordered Clancy to the guard-house.” 

Rayner again was pale as death. He glared at the doctor in amaze 
and incredulity, while all the officers noted his agitation and were silent 
in surprise. It was the colonel that came to the rescue: 

: Saptain Rayner had abundant reason, doctor. It was after taps, 
though only just after, and, whether causing the trouble or not, the man 
is the responsible party, not the woman. The captain was right in causing 
his arrest.” 

Rayner looked up gratefully. 

“T submit to your decision, sir,” said the surgeon, “and I apologize 
for anything I may have asked that was beyond my province. Now I 
wish to ask a question for my own guidance,” 

“‘Go on, doctor.” 

“Tn case an enlisted man of this command desire to see an officer of 
his company,—or any other officer, for that matter,—is it a violation of 
any military regulation for him to go to his quarters for that purpose ?” 

Again was Rayner fearfully white and aged-looking. His lips 
moved as though he would interrupt ; but discipline prevailed. 

“No, doctor ; and yet we have certain customs of service to prevent 
the men going at all manner of hours and on frivolous errands : a soldier 
asks his first sergeant’s permission first, and if denied by him, and he 
have what he considers good reason, he can report the whole case.” 

“ But suppose a man is not on compe duty : must he hunt up his 
first sergeant and ask permission to go and see some officer with whom 
he has business ?” 

“ Well, hardly, in that case.” 

“ That’s all, sir.’ And the doctor subsided. 

Among all the officers, as the meeting adjourned, the question was, 
“ What do you suppose ‘ Pills’ was driving at?” _ 

There were two or three who knew. Captain Rayner went first to 
his quarters, where he had a few moments’ hurried consultation with 
his wife; then they left the house together,—he to have a low-toned 
‘ and very stern talk to rather than with the abashed Clancy, who listened 
| cap in hand and with hanging head ; she to visit the sick child of Mrs. 
Flanigan, of Company K, whose quarters adjoined those to which the 
Clancys had recently been assigned. When that Hibernian culprit 
returned to his roof-tree, released from durance vile, he was surprised 
to receive a kindly and sympathetic welcome from his captain’s wife, 
who with her own hand had mixed him some comforting drink and 
was planning with Mrs. Clancy for their greater comfort. ‘“ If Clancy 






























































THE DESERTER. 177 


will only. promise to quit entirely!” interjected the partner of his joys 
and sorrows. ie 

Later that day, when the doctor had a little talk with Clancy, the 
ex-dragoon declared he was going to reform for all he was worth. He 
was only a distress to everybody when he drank. 

“ i right, Clancy. And when you are perfectly yourself you can 
come and see Lieutenant Hayne as soon as you like.” 

“ Loot’nant Hayne is it, sir? Shure I’d be beggin’ his pardon for 
the vexation I gave him last night.” 

“But you have something you wanted to speak with him about. 
You said so last night, Clancy,” said the doctor, looking him squarely 
in the eye. 

“ 4 I was dhrunk, sir. I didn’t mane it,” he answered ; but 
he shrank and cowered, 

The doctor turned and left him. 

“Tf it’s only when he’s drunk that conscience pricks him and the 
truth will out, then we must have him drunk again,” quoth this un- 
principled practitioner. wit a 

That same afternoon Miss Travers found that a headache was the 
result of confinement to an vas pea somewhat heavily charged with 
electricity. Mrs. Rayner seemed to bristle every time she approached 
her sister. Possibly it was the heart, more than the head, that ached, 
but in either case she needed relief from the exposed position she had 
occupied ever since Kate’s return from the a the morning. 
She had been too long under fire, and was wearied. Even the cheery 
visits of the garrison gallants had proved of little avail, for Mrs. 
Rayner was in very ill temper, and made snappish remarks to them 
which two of them resented and speedily took themselves off. Later 
Miss Travers went to her room and wrote a letter, and then the sunset 
gun shook the window, and twilight settled down upon the still. frozen 
earth. She bathed her heated forehead and flushed cheeks, threw a 
_ warm cloak over her shoulders, and came slowly down the staits. Mrs. 
Rayner met her at the parlor door. : 

“ Kate, I am going for a walk, and shall stop and see Mrs. Waldron.” 

“ Quite an karina’ piece of information. I saw him as well as 
you. He has just gone there.” 

Miss Travers flushed hot with indignation : ; 

“T have seen: no one; and if you mean that Mr. Hayne has gone. | 
to Major Waldron’s, I shall not.” Z 

“No: I'd meet him on the walk: it would only be a trifle more 
public.” : 

“You have no right to accuse me of the faintest expectation of 
meeting him anywhere. I repens I had not thought of such a thing.” 

“You might just as well do it. You cannot make your antagonism 
to my husband much more pointed than you have pf sour And as 
for meeting Mr. Hayne, the only advice I presume to give now is that 
for your own sake you keep your blushes’ under better control than 
you did the last time you met—that I know of.” And, with this 
triumphant insult as a parting shot, Mrs. Rayner wheeled and marched 
off through the parlor. 

VoL. XXXIX.—61 
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What was a girl to do? Nellie Travers was not of the erying 
kind, and was denied a vast amount of comfort in consequence. She 
stood a few moments quivering under the lash of injustice and insult 
to which she had been subjected. She longed for a breath of pure, 
fresh air; but there would be no enjoyment even in that now. She 
needed sympathy and help, if ever girl did, but where was she to find 
it? The women who most attracted her and who would have warmly 
welcomed her at any time—the women whom she would eagerly have 
gone to in her trouble—were practically denied to her. Mrs, Rayner 
in her quarrel had declared war against the cavalry, and Mrs. Stannard 
and Mrs. Ray, who had shown a disposition to welcome Nellie warmly, 
were no longer callers at the house. Mrs. Waldron, who was kind 
and motherly to the girl and loved to have her with her, was so embar- 
rassed by Mrs. Rayner’s determined snubs that she hardly knew how 
to treat the matter. She would no longer visit Mrs. Rayner informally, 
as had been her custom, yet she wanted the girl to come to her. If 
she went, Miss Travers well knew that on her return to the house she 
would be received by a volley of sarcasms about her preference for the 
society of people who were th 
she remained in the house, it was to become in person the target for her 
sister’s undeserved sneers-and censure. The situation was becoming 
simply unbearable. Twice she began and twice she tore to fragments 
the letter for which Mr. Van Antwerp was daily imploring, and this 
evening she once more turned and slowly sought her room, threw off 
her wraps, and took up her writing-desk. It was not yet dark. There 
was still light enough for her purpose, if she went close to the window. 
Every nerve was tingling with the sense of wrong and ignominy ; 
every throb of her heart but intensified the longing for relief from the 
thraldom of her position. She saw only one path to lead her from 
such crushing dependence. There was his last letter, received only 
that day, urging, imploring her to leave Warrener forthwith. Mrs. 
Rayner had declared to him her readiness to bring her East provided 


she would fix an early date for the wedding. as it not a future 


many a girl might envy? Was he not tender, faithful, patient, de- 
voted as man could be? Had he not social position and competence? 
Was he not high-bred, courteous, refined,—a gentleman in all his gets 
and words ? Why could she not love him, and be content? There, 
on the desk lay a little scrap of note-paper ; there lay her pen ; a dozen 
words only were necessary. One moment she ae longingly, wist- 
fully, at the far-away, darkening heights of the Rockies, watching the 
last rose-tinted gleams on the snowy peaks; then with sudden impulse 
she seized her pen and drew the portfolio to the 'window-seat. As she 
did so, a soldierly figure came briskly down the walk; a pale, clear- 
cut face glanced up at her casement; a quick light of recognition and 
pleasure flashed in his eyes; the little forage-cap was raised with cour- 
teous grace, though the step never slackened, and Miss Travers felt 
that her cheek, too, was flushing again, as Mr. Hayne strode rapidly 
by. She stood there another moment, and then——it had grown too 


dark to write. 
When Mrs. Rayner, after calling twice from the bottom of the 
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stairs, finally went up into her room and impatiently pushed open the 
door, all rand darkudee except the glimmer fron the chy rate 

“ Nellie, where are you ?” 

“ Here,” answered Miss Travers, starting up from the sofa. “I 
think I must have been asleep.” - 

“Your head is hot as fire,” said her sister, laying her firm white 
hand upon the burning forehead. “I sup you are going to be 
downright ill, by way of diversion. _ Just tanickatend one thing, Nellie: 
that doctor does not come into my house.” 

“What doctor ?—not that I want one,” asked Miss Travers, 
wearily. 

“Dr. Pease, the post surgeon, I mean. Of course you have heard 
how he is mixing himself in my husband’s affairs and making trouble 
with various people.” 

“T have heard nothing, Kate.” 

“‘T don’t wonder your friends are ashamed to tell you. Things have 
come to a pretty pass, when officers are going around holding private 
meetings with enlisted men !” 

“T hardly know the doctor at all, Kate, and cannot imagine what 
affairs of your husband’s he can interfere with.” 

“It was he that put up Clancy to making the disturbance at Mr. 
Hayne’s last night and getting into the guard-house, and tried to prove 
that he had a right to go there and that the captain had no right to 
arrest him.” 

i ig Clancy trying to see Mr. Hayne?” asked Miss Travers, 

uickly. 
ba” How should I know ?” said her sister, pettishly. ‘ He was drunk, 
and probably didn’t know what he was doing.” 
mi “ And aptain Rayner arrested him for—for trying to see Mr. 
ayne ? 

“Captain Rayner arrested him for being drunk and creating a dis- 
turbance, as it was his duty to arrest any soldier under such circum- 
stances,” replied her sister, with majestic wrath, “and I will not tolerate 
it that you should criticise his conduct.” hid 

“T have made no criticism, Kate. I have simply made inguiry ; 
but I have learned what no one else could bave made me believe. 

“Nellie Travers, be careful what you say, or what you insinuate. 
What do you mean ?” 

“T mean, Kate, that it is my belief that there is something at the 
bottom of those stories of Clancy’s strange talk when in the hospital. 
I believe he thinks he knows something which would turn all suspicion 
from Mr. Hayne to a totally different man. I believe that, for reasons 
which I cannot fathom, you are determined Mr. Hayne shall not see 
him or hear of it. It was you that sent Captain Rayner over there 
last night. Mrs. Clancy came here at tattoo, and, from the time she 
left, you were at the front door or window. ‘You were the first to hear 
her cries, and came running’ in to tell the captain to go at once. Kate, 
why did you stand there listening from the time she left the kitchen, 
unless you expected to hear just what happened over there behind the 
company barracks ?” 
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Mrs. Rayner would give no answer. Anger, rage, retaliation, all 
in turn were pictured on her furious. face, but died away before the 
calm and unconquerable gaze in her sister’s eyes. or the first time in 
her life Kate Rayner realized that her “baby Nell” had the stronger 
will of the two. For one instant she contemplated vengeance, A 
torrent of invective leaped readily to her lips. “Outrage,” “ ingrate,” 
“insult,” were the first three distinguishable epithets applied to her 
sister or her sister’s words ; then, “See if Mr. Van Antwerp will tolerate 
such conduct. I'll write this very day,” was the impotent threat that 
followed ; and finally, utterly defeated, thoroughly convinced that she 
was powerless — her sister’s reckless love of “ fair play at any 
price,” she felt that her wrath was giving way to dismay, and turned 
and fled, lest Nellie should see the flag of surrender on her paling cheeks. 


XIII. 


Two nights after this, as Captain Buxton was sulkily going the 
rounds of the sentries he made a discovery which greatly enlivened an 
otherwise uneventful tour as officer of the day. It had been his general 
custom on such occasions to take the shortest way across the parade to 
the guard-house, make brief and perfunctory inspection there, then go 
on down the hill to the creek valley and successively visit the sentries 
around the stables. If the night were wet or cold, he went back the 
same way, ignoring the sentries at the coal- and store-sheds along 
Prairie Avenue. This was a sharply cold night, and very dark, but 
equally still. It was between twelve and one o’clock—nearer one than 
twelve—as he climbed the hill on his homeward way, and, instead of 
taking the short cut, turned northward and struck for the gloomy mass 
of sheds dimly discernible some forty yards from the crest. He had 
heard other officers speak of the fact that Mr. Hayne’s lights were 
burning until long after midnight, and that, dropping in there, they had 
found him seated at his desk with a green shade over his eyes, studying 
by the aid of two student-lamps ; “ boning to be a general, probably,” 
was the comment of captains of Buxten’s calibre, who, having grown 
old in the service and in their own ignorance, were fiercely iptolerant of 
lieutenants who strove to improve in professional reading instead of 
spending their time making out the company muster-rolls and clothing- 
accounts, as they should do. Buxton wanted to see for himself what 
the night-lights meant, and was plunging heavily ahead. through the 
darkness, when suddenly brought to a stand by the sharp challenge of 
the sentry at the coal-shed. He whispered the mystic countersign over 
the levelled bayonet of the infantryman, swearing to himself at the 
regulation which puts an officer in such a “stand-and-deliver” attitude 
for the time being, and then, by way of getting square with the soldier 
for the sharply military way in which his duty as sentry had been per- 
formed, the captain proceeded to catechise him as to his orders. The 
soldier had been well taught, and knew all his “responses” by rote,— 
far better than- Buxton, for that matter, as the latter was anything but 
an exemplar of perfection in tactics or sentry duty; but this did not 
prevent Buxton’s snappishly telling him he was wrong in several points 
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and contemptuously ingticing where he had learned such trash. The 
soldier promptly but respectfully responded that those were the exact 
instructions he had received at the adjutant’s school, and Buxton 
knew from experience that he was getting on dangerous ground. He 
would have stuck to his point, however, in default of rem: else 
to find fault with, but that the crack of a whip, the crunching of hoofs, 
and a rattle of wheels out in the darkness quickly diverted his atten- 
tion. ; 

““What’s that, sentry ?” he sharply inquired. 

“A carriage, sir. Leastwise, I think it must be.” us 

“ Why don’t you know, sir? It must have been on your post.” 

“No, sir; it was ’way off my post. It drove up to Lieutenant 
Hayne’s about half an hour ago.” 

“‘ Where'd it come from ?” asked the captain, eagerly. 

“From town, sir, I suppose.” And, leaving the sentry to his own 
reflections, which, on the whole, were not complimentary to his superior 
officer, Captain Buxton strode rapidly through the darkness to Lieuten- 
ant Hayne’s quarters. Bright lights were still burning within, both 
on the vihondiear and in-a room above. The sentries were just 
beginning the call of one o’clock when he reached the gate and halted, 
gazing inquisitively at the house front. Then he turned and listened 
to the rattle of wheels growing fuint in the distance as the team drove 
away towards the prairie town. If Hayne had gone to town at that 
hour of the night it was a most unusual proceeding, and he had not 
the colonel’s permission to absent. himself from the post: of that the 
officer of the day was certain. Then, again, he would not have gone 
and left all his lights burning. No: that vehicle, whatever it was, 
had brought somebody out to see him,—somebody who proposed to 
remain several hours; otherwise the carriage would not ate driven 
away. In confirmation of this theory, he heard voices, cheery voices, 
in laughing talk, and one of them made him ee up his ears. He 
heard the piano crisply trilling a response to light, skilful fingers. He 
longed for a peep within, and regretted that he had dropped Mr. Hayne 
from the list of his acquaintance. He recognized ati shadow, 
presently, thrown by the lamp upon the curtained window, and wished 
that his visitor would come similarly into view. He heard the clink 
of glasses, and saw the shadow raise a wineglass to the lips, and Sam’s 
Mongolian shape flitted across the screen, bearing a tray with similar 
suggestive objects. What meant this unheard-of conviviality on the 
part of the ascetic, the hermit, the midnight-oil-burner, the scholarly 
recluse of the garrison? Buxton stared with all his eyes.and listened 
with all his ears, starting guiltily when he heard a martial footstep 
coming quickly up the path, and faced the intruder rather unsteadily, 
It was only the corporal of the guard, and he glanced at his superior, 
brought his fur-gauntleted hand in salute to the rifle on his shoulder, 
and passed on. The next moment Buxton fairly gasped with amaze : 
he stared an instant at the window as though transfixed, then ran after 
the corporal, called to him in. low; stealthy tone to come back noise- 
lessly, drew him by the sleeve to the front of Hayne’s quarters, and 
pointed to the parlor window. Two shadows were there now,—one 
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easily recognizable as that of the young officer in his snugly-fitting 
undress uniform, the other slender, graceful, feminine. 

“What do you make that other shadow to be, corporal?” he 
whispered, hoarsely and hurriedly. “ Look!’ And with that excla- 
mation a shadowed arm seemed to encircle the slender form, the mous- 
tached image to bend low and mingle with the outlined luxuriance of 
tress that decked the other’s head, and then, together, with clasping 
arms, the shadows moved from view. 

“‘ What was the other, corporal?” he repeated. 

“ Well, sir, I should say it was a young woman.” 

Buxton could hardly wait until morning to see Rayner. When he 

the latter’s quarters half an hour later, all was darkness ; though, 

ad he but known it, Rayner was not asleep. He was at the house 

before guard-mounting, and had a confidential and evidently exciting 

talk with the captain; and when he went, just as the trumpets were 
sounding, these words were heard at the front door : 

“She never left until after daylight, when the same rig drove her 
back to town. There was a stranger with her then.” } 

That morning both Rayner and Buxton looked hard at Mr. Hayne 
when he came in to the matinée; but he was just as calm and quiet 
as ever, and, having saluted the commanding officer, took a seat by 
Captain Gregg and was soon occupied in conversation with him. Not 
a word was said by the officer of the day about the mysterious visitor 
to the garrison the previous night. With Captain Rayner, however, 


he was again in conversation much of the day, and to him, not to his 
successor as Officer of the day, did he communicate all the details of the 


previous night’s adventure and his theories thereanent. 


Late that night, having occasion to step to his front door, convinced 
that he heard stealthy footsteps on his piazza, Mr. Hayne could see no- 
body in the darkness, but found his front gate open. He walked around 
his little house; but not a man was visible. His heart was full of a 
new and strange excitement that night, and, as before, he threw on his 
overcoat and furs and took a rapid walk around the garrison, gazing up 
into the starry heavens and drinking in great draughts of the pure, 
bracing air. Returning, he came down along the front of officers’ row, 
and as he approached Rayner’s quarters his eyes rested longingly upon 
the window he knew to be hers now; but all was darkness, As he 
rapidly neared the house, however, he became aware of two bulky 
figures at the gate, and, as he walked briskly past, recognized the over- 
coats as those of officers. One man was doubtless Rayner, the other 
he could not tell ; for both, the instant they recognized his step, seemed 
to avert their heads. Once home again, he soon sought his room and 
pillow ; but, long before he could sleep, again and again a sweet vision 
seemed to come to him: he could not shut out the thought of Nellie 
Travers,—of how she looked and what she said that very afternoon. 

He had gone to call at Mrs. Waldron’s soon after pte He was 
at the piano, playing for her, when he became conscious that another 
lady had entered the room, and, turning, saw Nellie Travers. He rose 
and bowed to her, extending his hand as he did so, and knowing that 
his heart was thumping and his color rising as he felt the soft, warm 
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touch of her slender fingers in his grasp. She, too, had flushed,—any 
one could see it, though the lamps were not turned high, nor was the 
firelight strong. 

“Miss Travers has come to take tea very quietly with me, Mr. 
Hayne,—she is so soon to return to the East,— 4 now I want you to 
stay. and join us. No one will be here but the major; and we will have 
a lovely time with our music. You will, won’t you?” 

“So soon to return to the East!” How harsh, how strange and un- 
welcome, the words sounded! How they seemed to oppress him and 

revent his reply! He stood a moment dazed and vaguely worried ; 
fe could not explain it. He looked from Mrs. Waldron’s kind face to 
the sweet, flushed, lovely features there so near him, and something told 
him that he could never let them go and find even hope or content in 
life again. How, why had she so strangely come into his lonely life, 
radiant, beautiful, bewildering as some suddenly blazing star in the 
darkest corner of the heavens?. Whence had come this strange power 
that enthralled him? He _ into her sweet face, with its downcast, 
troubled eyes, and then, in bewilderment, turned to Mrs. Waldron : 


“‘I—I had no idea Miss Travers was going East again just now. 
It seems only a few days since she came.” 

“It is over a month; but all the same this is a sudden decision. I 
knew nothing of it until yesterday.—You said Mrs. Rayner was better 
to-day, Nellie?” 

“Yes, a little; but she is far from well. I think the captain will 


0, too, just as soon as he can arrange for leave of absence,” was the 
ow-toned answer. He had released, or rather she had withdrawn, her 
hand, and he still stood there, fascinated. His eyes could not quit their 
She going away?—She? Oh, it could not be! What—what 
would life become without the sight of that radiant face, that slender, 
<< sees form ? pected ?” aes rth 
“Ts not this very unex ?” he stru to say. “I thought— 
I heard you were 1 spend several months here.” " ™ 
“Tt was so intended, Mr..Hayne; but my sister’s health requires 
speedy change. She has been growing worse ever since we came, and 
she will not get well here.” . 
“ And when do you go?” he asked, blankly. 
“ Just as soon as we can pack; though we may wait two or three 
days for a—for @ télegram.” 
There was a complete break in the conversation for a full quarter 
of a minute,—not such a long time in itself, but unconventionally long 
under such circumstances. Then Mrs. Waldron suddenly and remark- 
ably arose : 
“T’ll leave you to entertain Mr. Hayne a few moments, Nellie. 
I am the slave of my cook, and she knows nothing of Mr. Hayne’s 
being here to tea with us: so I must tell her asi avert disaster.” 
And with this barefaced—statement on her lips and conscience, where it 
rested with equal lightness, that exemplary. lady quitted the room. In 
the sanctity of the connubial chamber that evening, some hours later, 
she thus explaified her aétion to her silent spouse : 
“ Right or wrong, I meant that those two young people should have 
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a chance to know each other. I have been convinced for three weeks 
that she is being forced into this New York match, and for the last 
week that she is wretchedly unhappy. You say you believe him a 
wronged and injured man, only you can’t prove it, and you have said 
that nothing could be too good for him in this life as a. reward for all 
his bravery and fortitude under fearful trials. Then Nellie Travers isn’t 
—— for him, sweet as she is, and I don’t care who calls me a match- 
maker. 

But with Mrs, Waldron away the two appeared to have made but 
halting progress towards friendship. With all her outspoken pluck at 
school and at home, Miss Travers was strangely ill at ease and em- 
barrassed now. Mr. Hayne was the first to gain self-control and to 
endeavor to bring the conversation back to a natural channel. It was 
a struggle; but he had grown accustomed to struggles. He could not 
imagine that a girl whom he had met only once or twice should have 
for him anything more than the vaguest and most casual interest. He 
well knew by this time how deep and vehement was the interest she 
had aroused in his heart; but it would never do to betray himself so 
soon. He strove to interest her in reference to the music she would 
hear, and to learn from her where they were going. This she answered. 
They would go no farther East than St. Louis or Chicago. They might 

South as far as Nashville until mid-May. As for the summer, 
it would depend on the captain and his leave of absence. It was all 
vague and unsettled. Mrs. Rayner was so wretched that her husband 
was convinced that she ought to leave for the States as soon as possible, 
and of course “she” must go with her. All the gladness, brightness, 
vivacity he had seen and heard of as her marked characteristics seemed 
gone; and, yet, she wanted to speak ‘with him,—wanted to be with 
him. What could be wrong? he asked himself. It was not until Mrs, 
Waldron’s step was heard returning that she nerved herself to sudden, 
almost desperate, effort. She startled him with her vehemence : 

“Mr. Hayne, there is something I must tell you before I go. If 
no opportunity occur, I'll write it.” 

kbd those were the words that had been haunting him all the 
evening, for they were not again alone, and he had no chance to ask a 
question. What could she mean? For years he had been living a life 
of stern self-denial ; but long before his promotion the last penny of 
the obligation that, justly or otherwise, had been laid upon his shoulders 
was paid with interest. He was a man free and self-respecting, strong, 
resolute, and possessed of an independence that never would have been 
his had his life run on in the same easy, trusting, happy-go-lucky style 
in which he had spent the first two years of his army career. “Sut in 
his isolation he had allowed himself no thought of anything that could 
for a moment distract him from the stern parpose to which he had de- 
voted every energy. He would win back, command, compel, the respect 
of his comrades,—would bring to confusion those who sought to 
pull him down; and until that stood accomplished he would know no 
other claim. . In the exile of the mountain-station he saw no women 
but the wives of his senior officers ; and they merely bowed when they 
happened to meet him: some did not even do that, Now at last he 





THE DESERTER. 785 


had met and yielded to the first: of two conquerors before whom even 
the bravest and the strongest go down infallibly—Love and Death, 
Suddenly, but irresistibly, the sweet face and thrilling tones of that 
young girl had seized and filled his heart, to the utter exclusion of every 
other passion ; and just in proportion to the emptiness and yearning of 
his life before their meeting was the intensity of the love and longing 
that possessed him now. It was useless to try and analyze the sudden- 
ness and subtilty of its approach: the power of love had overmastered 
him. He mil. only cakes that it was here and he must obey. Late 
into the morning hours he lay there, his brain whirling with its varied 
and bewildering emotions. Win her he must, or the blackness and 
desolation of the past five years would be as nothing compared with 
the misery of the years to come. Woo her he would, and not without 
hope, if ever woman’s eyes gave proof of sympathy and trust. But 
now at last he realized that the time had come when for her sake—not 
for his—he must adopt a new course. Hitherto he had scorned and 
repelled all overtures that were not prefaced by an expression of belief 
in his utter innocence in the past. Hitherto he had chosen to live the 
life of an anchorite, and had abjured the society of women. Hitherto 
he had refused the half-extended: proffers of comrades who had sought 
to continue the investigation of a chain of circumstances that, complete, 
might have proved him a wronged and defrauded man. The missin 

links were not beyond recovery in skilful hands; but in the shock an 

horror which he felt on realizing that it was not only possible but cer- 


tain that a jury of his comrade officers could deem him guilty of a low = = 


crime, he hid his face and turned from all. Now the time had come 
to reopen the case. He well knew that a revulsion of feeling had set 
in which nothing but his own stubbornness held in check. He knew 
that he had friends and sympathizers among officers high in rank, He 
had only a few days before heard from Major Waldron’s lips a strong 
intimation:that it was his duty to “come out of his shell” and reassert 
himself. “‘ You must remember this, Hayne,” said he: “you had been 
only two years in service when tried by court-martial. You were an 
utter stranger to every member of that court. There was nothing but 
the evidence to go upon, and that was all against you. The court was 
made up of officers from other regiments, and was at least impartial. 
The evidence was almost all from your own, and was presumably well 
founded. . You would call no witnesses for defence. You made your 
almost defiant. statement; refused counsel; refused advice; and what 
could the court do but convict and sentence? -Had I been a member 
of the court I would have voted just as was done by the court; and 
yet I believe you now an utterly innocent man.” 

So, apparently, did the colonel regard him. So, too, did several of 
the officers of the cavalry. So, too, would most of the youngsters of 
his own regiment if he would only give them half a chance. In any 
event, the score was wiped out now ; he could afford to take a wife if a 
woman learned to love him,. and what wealth of tenderness and devo- 
tion was he not ready to Javish on one who would! But he would offer 
no one atarnished name. First and foremost he must now stand up and 
fight that calumny,—*“ come out of his shell,” as Waldron had said, and 
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ive people a chance to see what manner of man he was. God helping 
cies, e would, and that without delay. 





XIV. 


“The best-laid schemes 0’ mice an’ men gang aft a-gley.” Mrs. 
Rayner, ill in mind and ‘body, had yielded to her lord’s entreaties and 
determined to start eastward with her sister without delay. _Pack- 
ing was already begun. Miss Travers had promised herself that she 
would within thirty-six hours put Mr. Hayne in possession of certain 
facts or theories which in her opinion bore strongly upon the “ clear- 
ing up” of the case against him; Mr. Hayne had determined that he 
iit I see Major Waldron on the coming day and begin active efforts 
towards the restoration of his social rights ; the doctor had about decided 
on a new project for inducing Clancy to unbosom himself of what he 
knew ; Captain Rayner—tired of the long struggle—was almost ready 
to welcome anything which should establish his subaltern’s innocence, 
and was on the point of asking for six months’ leave just as soon as he 
had arranged for Clancy’s final discharge from service: he had reasons 
for staying at the post until that Hibernian household was fairly and 
squarely removed ; and Mrs. Clancy’s plan was to take Mike to the 
distant East, “where she had frinds.” There were other schemes and 
projects, no doubt, but these mainly concerned our leading characters, 
a one and all they were put to the right-about by the events of the 
following day. 

The colonel, with his gruff second in command, Major Stannard, 
had been under orders for several days to proceed on this particular 
date to a large town a day’s journey eastward by rail. A court-martial 

‘composed mainly of field-officers was ord there to assemble for 
the trial of an old captain of cavalry whose propensity it was not so 
much to get drunk as never to get drunk without concomitant publicit 
and discovery. It was a rare thing for the old war-dog to take so viene 4 
as a glass of wine; he went for months without it; but the instant 
he began to drink he was moved to do or say something disreputable, 
and that was the trouble now. He was an unlucky old trooper, who 
had risen from the lowest grades, fought with credit, and even, at 
times, commanded his regiment, during the war ; but war records could 
not save him when he wouldn’t save himself, and he had to go. The 
court was ordered, and the result was a foregone conclusion. The colonel, 
his adjutant, and Major Stannard were to drive to town during the after- 
noon and take the east-bound train, leaving Major Waldron in command 
of the post ; but before guard-mounting a telegram was received which 
was sent from department head-quarters the evening before, announcing 
that one of the officers detailed for the court was seriously ill, and direct- 
ing Major Waldron to take his place. So it resulted in the post being 
left to the command of the senior captain present for duty ; and that 
man was Captain Buxton. He had never had so big a command before 
in all his life. : 

Major Waldron of course had to go home and make his preparations. 

Mr. Hayne, therefore, had brief opportunity to speak with him. It was 
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seen, however, that they had a short talk together on the major’s piazza, 
and that when they parted the major shook him warmly and cordially 
by the hand. Rayner, Buxton, Ross, and some juniors happened to be 
coming down along the walk at the moment, and, seeing them, as though 
with pointed meaning the major called out, so that all could hear,— 

_ By the way, Hayne; I wish you would drop in occasionally while 
I’m gone and take Mrs. Waldron out for a all or drive: my horses 
are always at your service. And—a—lI’ll write to you about that matter 
the moment I’ve had a chance to talk with the colonel,—to-morrow, 

robably.” And Hayne touched his cap in parting salute, and went 
blithely off with brightened eye and rising color. 

Buxton eléwered after him a moment, and conversation suddenly 
ceased in their party. Finally he blurted out,— 

“Strikes me your major might doa good deal better by himself and 
his regiment by standing up for its morale and discipline than by openly 
flaunting his favoritism for convicts in our faces. If I were in your 
regiment I’d cut him.” 

“You wouldn’t have to,” muttered one of the group to his neigh- 
bor: “the cut would have been on the other side long ago.” And the 
speaker was Buxton’s own subaltern. 

Rayner said nothing. His eyes were troubled and anxious, and he 
looked after Hayne with an expression far more wearied than vindictive. 

“The major is fond of music, captain,” said Mr. Ross, with mis- 
chievous intent. ‘ He hasn’t been to the club since the night you sang 
‘Eileen Alanna.’ That was about the time Hayne’s piano came.” 

“Yes,” put in Foster, “ Mrs. Waldron says he goes and owls Hayne 
now night after night just to hear him play.” 

“It would be well for him, then, if he kept a better guard on Mr. 
Hayne’s other visitors,” said Buxton, with a black scowl. “I don’t 
now how you gentlemen in the Riflers look upon such matters, but in 
the —th the man who dared to introduce a woman of the town into his 
quarters would be kicked out in short order.” 

~ © You don’t mean to say that anybody accuses Hayne of that, do 
you?” asked Ross, in amaze. ; : 

“T do,—just that. Only, I say this to you, it has but just come to 
light, and only one or two know it. To prove it positively he’s got 
to be allowed more rope; for he got: her out of the way last time before 
we could clinch the matter. If he suspects it is known he won't re- 
peat it; if kept to ourselves he will probably try it again,—and be 
caught. Now I charge you all to regard this as confidential.” 

_ “But, Captain Buxton,” said Ross, “this is so serious a matter 
that I don’t like to believe it. Who can prove such a story ?” 

“Of course not, Mr. Ross. You are quite ready to treat a man as 
a thief, but can’t believe he’ll do another thing that is disreputable. 
That is characteristic of your style of reasoning,” said Buxton, with 
biting sarcasm. ; 

“You can’t wither me with contempt, Captain Buxton. I havea 
right to my opinion, and I have known Mr. Hayne for years, and if I 
did believe him guilty of one crime five years ago I’m not so ready to 
believe him guilty of another now. This isn’t—isn’t like Hayne.” 
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“No, of course not, as I said before. Now, will you tell me, Mr. 
Ross, just why Mr. Hayne chose that ramshackle old shanty out there 
on the prairie, all by himself, unless it was to be where he could have 
his chosen companions with him at night and no one be the wiser?” 

“T don’t pretend to fathom his motives, sir; but I don’t believe it 
was for any such purpose as you seem to think.” | 

“Tn other words, you think I’m circulating baseless scandal, do 

ou?” 
om I have said nothing of the kind ; and I protest against your put- 
ting words into my mouth I never used.” __. 

“You intimated as much, anyhow, and you plainly don’t believe it.” 

“ Well, I don’t believe—that is, I don’t see how it could happen.” 

“Couldn’t the woman drive out from town after dark, send the 
carriage back, and have it call for her again in the morning?” asked 
Buxton. ‘ 

“Possibly. Still; it isn’t a proved fact that a woman spent the 
night at Hayne’s, even if a carriage was seen coming out. You've got 
hold of some Sudsville gossip, probably,” replied Ross. 

“T have, have I? By God, sir, I’ll teach you better manners 
before we get through with this question. Do you know who saw 
the carriage, and who saw the woman, both at Hayne’s quarters ?” 

“Certainly I don’t! What I don’t understand is how you should 
have been made the recipient of the story.” 

“Mr. Ross, just govern your tongue, sir, and remember you are 
speaking to your superior officer, and don’t venture to treat my state- 
ments with disrespect hereafter. I saw it myself !” 

“ You!” gulped Ross, while amaze and incredulity shot across his 
startled face. 

“You!” exclaimed others of the group, in evident astonishment 
and dismay. Rayner alone looked unchanged. It was no news to him, 
while to every other man in the party it was a shock. Up to that 
instant the prevailing belief had been, with Ross, that Buxton had 
found some garrison gossip and was building an edifice thereon. His 
positive statement, however, was too much for the most incredulous, 

‘‘ Now what have you to say ?” he asked, in rude triumph. 

There was no answer for a moment ; then Ross spoke: 

“Of course, Captain Buxton, I withdraw any expression of doubt. 
It never occurred to me that you could have seen it. May I ask when 
and how?” | ; 

“ The last time I was officer of the day, sir; and Captain Rayner 
is my witness as to the time. Others, whom I need not mention, saw 
it with me. There is no mistake, sir. The woman was there.” And 
Buxton stood enjoying the effect. 

Ross looked white and dazed. He turned slowly away, hesitated, 
looked back, then exclaimed,— 

i " You are sure it was—it was not some one that had a right to be 
ere ?’ 

“ How could it be?” said Buxton, gruffly. “You know he has 
—— acquaintance in town, or here, who could be with him there at 
night. 
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__ Does the commanding officer know of it?” asked Mr. Royce, after 
a moment’s silence, 

“ T am the commanding officer, Mr. Royce,” said Buxton, with 
majestic dignity,—* at least I will be after twelve o’clock; and you 
may depend upon it, gentlemen, this thing will not occur while I am 
in command without its receiving the exact treatment it deserves. Re- 
member, now, not a word of this to anybody. You are as much in- 
terested as I am in bringing to justice a man who will disgrace his uni- 
form and his regiment and insult every lady in the garrison by such an 
act. This sort of thing of course will run him out of the service for 
good and all. We simply have to be sure of our ground and make the 
evidence conclusive. ps that to me the next time it happens. I 
repeat, say nothing of this to any one.” 

But Rayner had already told his wife. 

Just as Major Waldron was driving off to the station that bright 
April afternoon and his carriage was whirling through the east gate, the 
driver caught sight of Lieutenant Hayne running up Prairie Avenue, 
waving his hand and shouting to him. He reined in his spirited bays 
with some difficulty, and Hayne finally caught up with them. 

“‘ What is it, Hayne?” asked Waldron, with kindly interest, leaning 
out of his carriage. 

“ They will back to-night, sir. Here is a telegram that has just 
reached me.” 

“‘T can’t tell you how sorry I am not to be here to welcome them ; 
but Mrs. Waldron will be delighted, and she will come to call the 
moment you let her know. Keep them till I get back, if you possibly 
can. 

“ Ay, ay, sir. Good-by.” 

“Good-by, Hayne. God bless you, and—good luck !” 

A little later that afternoon Mrs. Rayner had occasion to, go into 
her sister’s room. It was almost sunset, and Nellie had been summoned 
down-stairs to see visitors. Both the ladies were busy with their pack- 
ing,—Mrs. Rayner, as becaine an invalid, superintending, and Miss 
Travers, as became the junior, doing all the fis It was rather trying 
to pack all the trunks and receive visitors of both sexes at odd hours. 
Some of her garrison acquaintances would have been glad to come and 
help, but those whom she would have welcomed were not agreeable to 
the lady of the house, and those the lady of the house would have 
chosen were not agreeable to her. The relations between the sisters 
were somewhat strained and unnatural, and had been growing more and 
more so for several days past. Mrs. Rayner’s desk was already packed 
away. She wanted to send a note, and bethought her of her sister’s 
portfolio... Opening. it, she drew out some and envelopes, and 
with the latter came an envelope sealed and directed. One glance at 
its superscription sent the blood to her cheek and fire to her eye. Was 
it possible? . Was it credible? Her pet, her baby sister, her pride and 
delight,—until she found: her stronger in will,—her proud-spirited, 
truthful Nell, was beyond question corresponding -with Lieutenant 
Hayne! Here was a note addressed to him. How many more’ might 
not have been exchanged‘? Ruthlessly now she explored the desk, 
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searching for something from him, but her scrutiny was vain. Oh, 
what could she say, what could she do, to convey to her erring sister 
an adequate sense of the extent of her displeasure? How could she 
bring her to realize the shame, the guilt, the scandal, of her course? 
She, Nellie Travers, the betrothed wife of Steven Van Antwerp, corre- 
sponding secretly with this—this scoundrel, whose past, crime-laden as 
it had been, was as nothing compared to the present with its degrada- 
tion of vice? Ah! she had it! What would ever move her as that 
could and must? Th 

When the trumpets rang out their sunset call and the boom of the 
evening gun shook the windows in Fort Warrener and Nellie Travers 
came running up-stairs again to her room, she started at the sight that 
met her eyes. There stood Mrs. Rayner, like Juno in wrath inflexible, 


‘glaring at her from the commanding height of which she was so proud, 


and pointing in speechless indignation at the little note that lay upon 
the open portfolio. 

For a moment neither spoke. Then Miss Travers, who had turned 
very white, but whose blue eyes never flinched and whose lips were set 
and whose little foot was tapping the carpet ominously, thus began : 

“Kate, I do not recognize your right to overhaul my desk or super- 
vise my correspondence.” — 

“ Understand this first, Cornelia,” said Mrs. Rayner, who hated the 
baptismal name as much as did her sister, and used it only when she 
desired to be especially and desperately impressive: “I found it by 
accident. I never dreamed of such a possibility as this. I never, 
even after what I have seen and heard, could have believed you guilty 
of this; but, now that I have found it, I have the right to ask, what 
are its contents ?” 

“T decline to tell you.” 

“Do you deny my right to inquire?” 

“T will not discuss that question now. The other is far graver. 
I will not tell you, Kate, except this: there is no word there that an 
engaged girl should not write.” 

“Of that I mean to satisfy myself, or rather-——” 

“You will not open it, Kate. No! Put that letter down! You 
have never known me to prevaricate in the faintest d and 
have no excuse for doubting. I will furnish a copy of that for Mr. 
Van Antwerp at any time; but you cannot see it.” 

“You still persist in your wicked and unnatural intimacy with that 
man, even after all that I have told you. Now for the last time hear 
me: I have striven not to tell you this; I have striven not to sull 
your thoughts by such a revelation ; but, since nothing else will ch 
you, tell it I must, and what I tell you my husband told me in sacred 
confidence, though soon enough it will be a scandal to the whole gar- 
rison. 

And when darkness settled down on Fort Warrener that starlit 
April evening and the first warm breeze from the south came sighi 
about the casements and one by one the lights appeared along office 
row, there was no light in Nellie Travers’s window. The little note lay 
in ashes on the hearth, and she, with burning, shame-stricken cheeks, 
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with a black, scorching, gnawing pain at her heart, was hiding her face 
in her pillow. 

And yet it was a jolly evening, after all,—that is, for some hours 
and for some people. As Mrs. Rayner and her sister were so soon to 
go, probably by the morrow’s train if their section could be secured, 
the garrison had decided. to have an informal dance as a suitable fare- 
well. Their announcement of. impending departure had come so sud- 
denly and unexpectedly that there was no time to prepare anything 
elaborate, such a8 a german with favors, etc.; but good music and an 
extemporized supper could be had without trouble. The colonel’s wife 
and most of the cavalry ladies, on consultation, had decided that it was 
the very thing to do, and the young officers took hold with a will: 
they were always ready for a dance. Now that Mrs. Rayner was 
inate going, the quarrel should be ignored, and the ladies would all be’ 
as pleasant to her as though nothing had happened,—provided, of course, 
she dropped her absurd airs of injured womanhood and behaved with 
courtesy. The colonel had had a brief talk with his better half before 
starting for the train, and suggested that it was very probable that Mrs. 
Rayner had seen the. folly of her ways by that time,—the captain cer- 
tainly had been behaving as though he tted the estrangement,— 
and if encouraged by a “ let’s-drop-the-whole-thing” sort of manner 
she would be glad to reciprocate. He felt far less anxiety herein than 
he did in leaving the post to the command of Captain Buxton. So 
scrupulously had he been courteous to that intractable veteran that 
Buxton had no doubt in his own mind that the colonel looked upon him 
as the model officer of the regiment. It was singularly unfortunate 
that he should have to be left in command, but his one or two seniors 
among the captains were away on long leave, and there was no help for 
it. The colonel, seriously disquieted, had a few words of earnest talk 
with him before leaving the post, cautioning him so particularly not to 
interfere with any of the established details and customs that Buxton 
got very much annoyed, and showed it. : 

“Tf your evidence were not imperatively necessary before this court, 
I declare I believe I’d leave you behind,” said the colonel to his adju- 
tant. “ There is no telling what mischief Captain Buxton won’t do if 
left to himself” 

It must have been near midnight, and the hop was going along 
beautifully, and Captain Rayner, who was officer of the day, was just 
escorting his wife in to supper, and Nellie, although looking a trifle 
tired and pale, was chatting brightly with a knot of young officers, 
when a corporal of the guard came to the door: “ The commanding 
officer’s compliments, and he desires to see the officer of the day at 
once, 4 | 

There was a general laugh. “Isn’t that Buxton all over? : The 
colonel would never think of sending for an officer in the dead of night, 
except for a fire or alarm; but old Bux. begins putting on frills the 
moment he gets a chance. Thank God, I’m not on guard to-night !” 
-said Mr. Royce. = 

“What can he want with you?” asked Mrs. Rayner, pettishly. 
“The idea of one captain ordering another around like this !” 
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“T’ll be back in five minutes,” said Rayner, as he picked up his 
sword and disappeared. 

But ten minutes—fifteen— , and he came not. Mrs. Ray- 
ner grew worried, and Mr. Blake led her out on the rude piazza to see 
what they could see, and several others strolled out at the same time. 
The music had ceased, and the night air was not too cold. Nota soul 
was in sight out on the starlit parade. Not an unusual sound was 
heard. ‘There was nothing to indicate the faintest trouble; and yet 
Captain Buxton, the commanding officer, had been called out by his 
“striker” or soldier-servant before eleven o’clock, had not returned at 
all, and in little over half an hour had sent for the officer of the day. 
What did it mean? Questioning and talking thus among themselves, 
somebody said, “ Hark !” and held up a warning hand. 

Faint, far, muffled, there sailed on the night air a shot, then a 
woman’s scream ; then all was still. 

“Mrs. Clancy again !” said one. 

“That was not Mrs. Clancy : ’twas a far different voice,” answered 
Blake, and tore away across the parade as fast as his long legs would 
carry him. 

“Look! The guard are running too !” cried Mrs. Waldron. “ What 
can it be?” And, sure enough, the gleam of the rifles could be seen 
as the men ran rapidly away in the direction of the east gate. “Mrs. 
Rayner had grown ghastly, and was looking at Miss Travers, who with 
white lips and clinched hands stood leaning on one of the wooden 

ts and gazing with all her eyes across: the dim level. Others came 

urrying out from the hall. Other young officers ran in pursuit of the 
first starters. ‘“ What’s the matter? What’s happened?” were the - 
questions that flew from lip to lip. 

“T—I must go home,” faltered Mrs. Rayner. “Come, Nellie ?” 

“Oh, don’t go, Mrs. Rayner. It can’t be anything serious.” 

But, even as they urged, a man came running towards them. 

“Ts the doctor here ?” he panted. 

“Yes. What’s the trouble?” asked Dr. Pease, as he squeezed his 
burly form through the crowded door-way. | 

“You’re wanted, sir. Loot’nant Hayne’s shot; an’ Captain Ray- 
ner he’s hurt too, sir.” e* 

XV. 


Straight as an arrow Mr. Blake had sped across the parade, darted 
through the east gate, and, turning, had arrived bredthless at the wooden 
porch of Hayne’s quarters. Two bewildered-looking members of the 
guard were at the oor. Blake pushed his way through the little hall- 
way and into the dimly-lighted parlor, where a strange @cene met his 
eyes: Lieutenant Hayne lay senseless and white upon the lounge across 
the room; a young and pretty woman, singularly like him in feature 
and in the color of her abundant tresses, was kneeling beside him, chafing 
his hands, imploring him to speak,—to look at her,—unmindful of the 
fact that her feet were bare and that only a loose wrapper was thrown 
over her white night-dress ; Captain Rayner was seated in a chair, deathl 
white, and striving to stanch the blood that flowed from a deep gas 
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in his temple and forehead ; he seemed still stunned as by the force of 
the blow that had felled him ; and Buxton, speechless with amaze and 
heaven only knows what other emotions, was glaring at a tall, athletic 
stranger who, in stocking-feet, undershirt, and trousers, held by three 
frightened-looking soldiers and covered by the carbine of a fourth, was 
hurling defiance and denunciation at the commanding officer. A re- 
volver lay upon the floor at the feet of a corporal of the guard, who 
was groaning in pain. A thin veil of powder-smoke floated through 
the room. As Blake leaped in,—his cavalry shoulder-knots and helmet- 
cords gleaming in the light,—a flash of tecognition shot into the stranger’s 
eyes, and he curbed his fearful excitement and stopped short in his wrath. 

“What devil’s work is this?” demanded Blake, glaring intuitively 
at Buxton. : 

“ These people resisted my guards, and had to take the consequences,” 
said Buxton, with surly—yet shaken—dignity. 

“ What were the doing here? What, in God’s name, are you 
doing here?” demanded Blake, forgetful of all consideration of rank 
and command in the face of such evident catastrophe. 

“T ordered them here,—to enter and search.” % 

A pause. ie 

“Search what ?—what for?” bi 

“For—a woman I had reason to believe he had brought out here 
from town.” . 

“ What? You infernal idiot! Why, she’s his own sister, and this 
gentleman’s wife !” 

The silence, broken only by the hard breathing of some of the 

* excited men and the moaning cry of the woman, was for 2 moment 
intense. 

“Tsn’t this Mr. Hurley ?” asked Blake, suddenly, as though to make 
sure, and turning one instant from his furious glare at his superior 
officer. The stranger, still held, though no longer struggling, replied 
between his set teeth,— 

“Certainly. I’ve told him‘se.” ; 

“By heaven, Buxton, is there no limit to your asininity? What 
fearful work will you do next?” 

“Tll arrest you, sir, if you speak another disrespectful word !” 
thundered Buxton, recovering consciousness that as commanding officer 
he could defend himself against Blake’s assault. 

“ Do it and be—— you know what I would say if a lady were not 
present! Do it, if you think you can stand having this thing ventilated 
by a court. Pah! I can’t waste words on you. Who's gone for the 
doctor? Here, you men, let go of Mr. Hurley now. Help me, Mr. 
Hurley, please. Get your wife back to her room. Bring me some 
water, one of you.” And with that he was bending over Hayne and 
unbuttoning the fatigue-uniform in which he was still dressed. Another 
moment, and the doctor had come in, and with him half the young 
officers of the garrison. Rayner was led away to his own quarters. 
Buxton, dazed and frightened now, ordered the guards back to their 
post, and stood pondering over the enormity of his blunder. No one 
spoke to him or paid the faintest attention other than to elbow him out 
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of the way occasionally. The doctor never so much as noticed him. 
Blake had briefly recounted the catastrophe to those who first. arrived, 
and as the story went from mouth to name it grew no better for Buxton. 
Once he turned short on Mr. Foster and in aggrieved and sullen tone 
remarked,— ' 

“T thought you fellows in the Riflers said he had no relations.” 

“We weren’t apt to be invited to meet them if he had ; but I don’t 
know that anybody was in position to know anything about it. What’s 
that got to do with this affair, I’d like to hear?” 

At last. somebody took him home. Mrs, Waldron, meantime, had 
arrived and been admitted to Mrs. Hurley’s room. The doctor refused 
to go to Captain Rayner’s, even when a messenger came from Mrs. 
Rayner herself. He referred her to his assistant, Dr. Grimes. Hayne 
ha ined consciousness, but was sorely shaken. He had been floored 
by a blow from the butt of a musket; but the report that he was shot 
age happily untrue. His right hand still lay near the hilt of his 

ight sword: there was little question that he had raised his weapon 
against a superior officer and would have used it with telling effect. 

Few people slept that night along officers’ row. Never had Warrener 
heard of such excitement. Buxton knew not what to do. He paced the 
floor in agony of mind, for he well understood that there was no shirk- 
ing the responsibility. From beginning to end he was the cause’ of the 
whole catastrophe. He had gone so far as to order his corporal to fire, 
and he knew it could be proved against him. Thank God, the per- 
plexed corporal had shot high, and the other men, barring the one who 
had saved Rayner from a furious lunge of the lieutenant’s sword, had 
used their weapons as gingerly and reluctantly as possible. At the very 
least, he knew, an investigation and fearful scandal must comevof it. 
Night though it was, he sent for the acting ddjutant and several of his 
brother captains, and, setting refreshments before them, besought their 
advice. He was still commanding officer de jure, but he had lost all 
stomach for its functions. He would have been glad to send for Blake 
and beg his pardon for submitting to his insubordinate and abusive lan- 
guage, if that course could have stopped inquiry ; but he well knew that 
the whole thing would be noised abroad in less than no time. At first 
he thought to give orders against the telegraph-operator’s sending any 
messages concerning the matter ; but that would have been only q tem- 
porary hinderance: he could not control the instruments and operators 
in town, only three miles away. He almost wished he had been 
knocked down, shot, or stabbed in the mélée; but he had kept in the 
rear when the skirmish began, and Rayner and the oral were the 
sufferers. ‘They had been knocked “ endwise” by Mr. Hurley’s prac- 
tised fists after Hayne was struck down by the corporal’s musket. _ It 
was the universal sentiment among the officers of the —th as. they 
scattered to their homes that Buxton had “ wound himself up this time, 
anyhow ;” and no one had any sympathy for him,—not one. The very 
best light in which he could tell the story only showed the affair as a 
flagrant and inexcusable outrage. 

Captain Rayner, too, was in fearful plight. He had simply obeyed 
orders ; but all the old story of his persecution of Hayne would now be 
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revived ; all men would see in his participation in the affair only addi- 
tional reason to adjudge him cruelly persistent in his hatred of the young 
officer, and, in view of the utter ruthlessness and wrong of this assault, 
would be more than ever confident of the falsity of his position in the 
original case. As he was slowly led up-stairs to his room and his tear- 
ful wife and silent sister-in-law bathed and cleansed his wound, he saw 
with frightful clearness how the crush of circumstances was now upen 
him and his good name. Great heaven! how those words of Hayne’s 
five years before rang, throbbed, burned, beat like Page through 
his whirling brain! It seemed as though they followed him and his 
fortunes like a curse. He-sat silent, stunned, awe-stricken at the force 
of the calamity that had befallen him. How could he ever induce an 
officer and a gentleman to believe that he was no instigator in this 
matter ?—that it was all Buxton’s doing, Buxton’s low imagination 
that had conceived. the possibility of ie a crime on the part of Mr. 
Hayne, and Buxton’s blundering, bull-headed abuse of authority that 
had capped the fatal climax? It was some time before his wife could 
get him to speak atall. She was hysterically bemoaning the fate that 
had brought them into contact with such people, and from time to time 
giving vent to the comforting assertion that never had there been a 
cloud on their domestic or regimental sky until that wretch had been 
assigned to the Riflers. She knew from the hurried and guarded ex- 
planations. of Dr. Grimes and one or two young officers:who helped 
Rayner home that the fracas had occurred at Mr. Hayne’s,~-that there 
had been a mistake for which her husband was not responsible, but that 
Captain Buxton was entirely to blame. But her husband’s ashen face 
told her a story of something far deeper: she. knew that. now he was 
involved in: fearful trouble, and, whatever may have been her inner- 
most thoughts, it was the first_and irresistible impulse to throw all the 
blame upon her scapegoat. Miss Travers, almost as pale and quite as 
silent as the captain, was busying herself. in helping her sister ; but she 
could with difficulty restrain her longing to bid her be silent. She, too, 
had endeavored to learn from her escort on their hurried homeward 
rush across the parade what the nature of the disturbance had been. 
She, too, had suggested Clancy, but the officer by her side set his teeth 
as he replied that he wished it had been Clancy. She had heard, too, 
the message brought by a cavalry trumpeter from Mr. Blake: he 
wanted Captain Ray to come to Mr. Hayne’s as soon as he had seen 
Mrs. Ray safely home, and would he please ask Mrs. Stannard to come 
with him at the same time? Why should Mr. Blake want Mrs. Stan- 
nard at Mr. Hayne’s? She saw Mr. Foster run up and speak a few 
words to Mrs. Waldron, and heard that lady reply, “ Certainly. I will 
go with you now.” . What could it mean? At last, as she was return- 
ing to her sister’s room after a moment’s absence, she heard a question 
at which her heart stood still. It was Mrs. Rayner who asked,— 

“‘ But the creature was there,-was she not?” 

The answer sounded more like a moan of anguish : 

“The creature was his sister. It was her husband who——” 

But, as Captain Rayner buried his battered face in his hands at this 
juncture, the rest of the sentence was inaudible. Miss Travers had 
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heard quite enough, however. She stood there one moment, appalled, 
dropped upon the floor the bandage she had been making, turned and 
sought her room, and was seen no more that night. 

Over the day or two that followed this affair the veil of silence 
may best be drawn, in order to give time for the sediment of truth 
to settle. through the whirlpool of stories in violent circulation. The 
colonel came back on the first train after the adjournment of the court, 
and could hardly wait for that formality. Contrary to his custom of 
“sleeping on” a question, he was in his office within half an hour 
after his return to the post, and from that time until near tattoo was 
busily occupied taking a statements of the active icipants in the 
affair. This was three days after its occurrence ; and Captain Rayner, 
though up and able to be about, had not left his quarters. Mrs. Ray- 
ner had abandoned her trip to the East, for the present at least. Mr. 
Hayne still lay weak and prostrate in his darkened room, attended 
hourly by Dr. Pease, who feared brain-fever, and nursed assiduously 
by Mrs. Hurley, for whom Mrs. Waldron, Mrs. Stannard, and many 
other ladies in the garrison could not do enough to content themselves. 
Mr. Hurley’s wrist was badly sprained and in a sling; but the colonel 
went purposely to call upon Sos and to shake his other hand, and he 
beg: a to be permitted to see Mrs. Hurley, who came in pale and soft- 
eyed and with a gentle demeanor that touched the colonel more than 
he could tell. Her cheek flushed for a moment as he bent low over 
her hand and told her how bitterly he regretted that his absence from 
the post had resulted in so.grievous an experience: it was not the 
welcome he and his regiment would have given her had they known of 
her intended visit. To Mr. Hurley he briefly said that, he need not 
fear but that full justice would be meted out to the instigator or in- 
stigators of the assault ; but, as a something to make partial amends 
for their suffering, he said that nothing now could check the turn of 
the tide in their brother’s favor. All the cavalry officers except Bux- 
ton, a’: the infantry officers except Rayner, had already been to call 
upon him since the night of the occurrence, and had striven to show 
how distressed they were over the outrageous blunders of their tem- 
porary commander. Buxton had written a note expressive of a desire 
to see him and “ex»lain,” but was informed that explanations from 
him simply aggravated the injury; and Rayner, crushed and humili- 
ated, was fairly in hiding in his. room, too sick at heart to want to 
see anybody, and waiting for the action of the authorities in the con- 
fident expectation that nothing. less than court-martial and disgrace 
would be his share of the outcome. He would gladly have resigned 
and gone at once, but that would have been resigning under virtual 
charges: he had to stay, and his wife had to stay with ‘him, and Nellie 
with her. By this time Nellie Travers did not want to go. She had 
but one thought now,—to make amends to. Mr. Hayne for ie wrong her 
thoughts had done him. It was time for Mr. Van Antwerp to come 
to the wide West and look after his interests; but Mrs, Rayner had 
ceased to urge, while he continued to implore her to bring Nellie East 
at once. Almost any man as rich and independent as Steven Van 
Antwerp would have gone to the scene and settled matters for himself. 
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Singularly enough, this one solution of the problem seemed never to 
occur to him as feasible. 

Meantime, the colonel had patiently unravelled the threads and had 
brought to light the whole truth and nothing but the truth. It made 
a —— simple story, after all ; but that. was so much the worse for 
Buxton. The only near relation Mr. Hayne had in the world was this 
one younger sister, who six years before had married a manly, ener- 
getic fellow, a civil engineer in the employ of an Eastern railway. 
During Hayne’s “ mountain-station” exile Hurley had brought his wife 
to Denver, where far better prospects awaited him. He won promotion 
in his profession, and was now one of the principal engineers employed 
by a road running new lines through the Ectorado Rockies. Journey- 
ing to Salt Lake, he came around by way of Warrener, so that his 
wife and he might have a look at the brother she had not seen in years. 
Their train was due there early in the afternoon, but was blocked by 
drifts and did not reach the station until late at night. There they 
found a note from him begging them to take a carriage they would find 
waiting for them and come right out and spend the night at his quarters: 
he would send them back in abundant time to catch the westward train 
in the morning. He could not come in, because that involved the 
necessity of asking his captain’s permission, and they knew his relations 
with that captain. It was her shadow Buxton had seen on the window- 
screen ; and as none of Buxton’s acquaintances had ever mentioned that 
Hayne had any relations, and as Hayne, in fact, had had no one for 
years to talk to about his personal affairs, nobody but himself and the 
telegraph-operator at the post really knew of their sudden visit. Bux- 
ton, being an unmitigated cad, had put the worst interpretation on his 
discovery, and, in his eagerness to clinch the evidence of conduct unbe- 
coming an officer and a gentleman upon Mr. Hayne, had taken no wise 
head into his confidence. Never dreaming that the shadow could be that 
of a blood-reilation, never doubting that a fair, frail companion from the 
frontier town was the explanation of Mr. Hayne’s preference for that — 
out-of-the way house and late hours, he stated his discovery to Rayner 
as a positive fact, going so far as to say that his sentries had recognized 
her as she drove away in the carriage. If he had not been an ass as 
well as a cad, he would have interviewed the driver of the carriage ; 
but he had jumped at his theory, and his sudden elevation to the com- 
mand of the post gave him opportunity to carry out his virtuous de- 
termination that no such goings-on should disgrace his administration. 
He gave instructions to certain soldier clerks and “daily-duty” men 
employed in the quartermaster, commissary, and ordnance offices along 
Prairie Avenue to keep their eyes open and let him know of any visi- 
tors coming out to Hayne’s by night, and if a lady came in a carriage he 
was to be called at once. Mr. Hurley promised that on their return 
from Salt Lake they would come back by way of Warrener and spend 
two days with Hayne, since only an hour or two had they enjoyed of his 
company on their way West ; and the very day that the officers went off 
to the court came the telegram saying the Hurleys would arrive that 
evening. Hayne had already talked over their prospective visit with 
Major Waldron, and the latter had told his wife; but all intercourse 
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of a friendly character was at an end between them and the Rayners 
and Buxtons; there were no more gossipy chats among the ladies. In- 
deed, it so happened that only to one or two people had Mrs. Waldron 
had time to mention that Mr. Hayne’s sister was coming, and neither 
the Rayners nor Buxtons had heard of it; neither had Nellie Travers, 
for it was after the evening of her last visit that Mrs. Waldron was told. 
Hayne ran with his telegram to the major, and the latter had in- 
troduced himself and Major:Stannard to Mrs. Hurley when, after a 
weary wait of some hours, the train arrived. Blake, too, was there, on 
the lookout for some friends, and he was presented to Mrs. Hurley while 
( her husband was attending to some matters about the baggage. The 
train went on eastward, carrying the field-officers with it. Blake had 
to go with his friends back to the post, and Mr. and Mrs. Hurley, after 
the former had attended to some business and seen some railway asso- 
ciates of his at the hotel, took the carriage they had had before and 
drove out to the garrison, where Private Schweinkopf saw the lady rap- 
turously welcomed by Lieutenant Hayne and escorted into the house, 
while Mr. Hurley remained settling with the driver out.in the darkness. 
It was not long before the commanding officer me tem. was called from 
the hop-room, where the dance was going on delightfully, and notified 
that the mysterious visitor had again appeared, with evident intention 
of spending the night, as the carriage had returned to town. “ Why, 
certainly,” reasoned Buxton. “It’s the very night he would choose, 
since everybody will be at the hop: no one will be apt to interfere, and 
everybody will be unusually drowsy and less inclined to take notice in 
the morning.” Here was ample opportunity for a brilliant stroke. of 
work. He would first satisfy himself she was there, then surround 
the house with sentries so that she could not escape, while he, with 
the officer of the day and the corporal of the guard, entered the house 
and confronted him and her. That would wind up Mr. Hayne’s 
career beyond question: nothing short of dismi could result. . 
Over he went, full of his project, listened at Hayne’s like the eaves- 
dropping sneak he was, saw again the shadow of the graceful form 
and heard the silvery, happy laugh, and then it was he sent for Ray- 
ner. It was near midnight when he Jed his forces to the attack. <A 
light was now burning in the second story, which he thought must be 
Sam’s; but the lights had been turned low in the parlor, and the 
occupants had disappeared from sight and hearing. By inquiry he 
had ascertained that Hayne’s bedroom was just back of the parlor. 
A man was stationed at the back door, others at the sides, with orders 
to arrest any otie who attempted to escape ; then softly he stepped to the 
front door, telling Rayner to follow him, and the corporal-of the guard 
to follow both. To his surprise, the door was unlocked, and a light ~ 
was burning in the hall. Never knocking, he stepped in, marched 
through the hall into the parlor, which was empty, and, signallin 
“Come on” to his followers, crossed the parlor and seized the kno 
of the bedroom door. It was locked. Rayner, looking white and wor- 
ried, stood just behind him, and the corporal but a step farther back. 
Before Buxton could knock and demand admission, which was his 
intention, quick footsteps came flying down the stairs from the second 
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story, and the trio wheeled about in surprise, to find Mr. Hayne, dressed 
in his fatigue uniform, standing at the threshold and staring at them 
with mingled astonishment, incredulity, and indignation. A sudden 
light seemed to dawn.upon him as he glanced from one to the other. 
With a leap like a cat he threw himself upon Buxton, hurled him 
back, and stood at the closed door confronting them with blazing eyes 
and clinching fists. 

“Open that door, sir!’ cried Buxton. “You have a woman hid- 
den there. Open, or stand aside.” 

“You hounds! T’ll kill the first man who dares enter !” was the 
furious answer ; and Hayne had snatched from the wall his long in- 
fantry sword and flashed the blade in the lamplight. Rayner made 
a step forward, half irresolute. Hayne leaped at him like a tiger. 
“Fire! Quick!” shouted Buxton, in wild excitement. Bang! went 
the carbine, and the bullet crashed through the plaster overhead, and, 
seeing the gleaming steel at his superior’s throat, the corporal had sent 
the heavy butt crashing upon the lieutenant’s skull only just in time: 
there would have been murder in another second. The next instant he 
was standing on his own head in the corner, seeing a multitude of 
twinkling, whirling stars, from the midst of which Captain Rayner 
was reeling backward over a chair and a number of soldiers were rush- 
ing upon a powerful picture of furious manhood,—a stranger in shirt- 
sleeves, who had leaped from the bedroom. 

Told as it was—as it had to be—all over the department, there 
seemed but one thing to say, and that referred to Buxton: “ Well! 
isn’t he a phenomenal ass ?” 


XVI. 


Mr. Hayne was up and around again. The springtime was coming, 
and the prairie roads were good and dry, and the doctor had told him 
he must live in the open air awhile and ride and walk and drive. He 
stood in no want of “ mounts,” for three or four of his cavalry friends 
were ready to lend him a saddle-horse any day. Mr. and Mrs. Hurley, 
after making many pleasant acquaintances, had gone on to Denver, and 
Captain Buxton was congratulating himself that he, at least, had not 
run foul of the engineer’s powerful fists. Buxton was not in arrest, 
for the case had proved a singular “poser.” It occurred during the 
temporary absence of the colonel: he could not well place the captain 
under arrest for things he had done when acting as post commander. 
In obedience to his orders from department head-quarters, he made his 
report of the affair, and indicated that Captain Buxton’s conduct had 
been inexcusable. -Rayner had done nothing but, as was proved, re- 
luctantly obey the captain’s orders, so he could not be tried. Hayne, 
who had committed one of the most serious crimes in the military cata- 
logue,—that of drawing and raising a weapon against an officer who 
was in discharge of his duty (Rayner),—had the sympathy of the whole 
command, and nobody would prefer charges against him. The general 
decided to have the report go up to division head-quarters, and thence 
it went with its varied comments and endorsements to Washington ; 
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and now a court of inquiry was talked of. Meantime, poor bewildered 
Buxton was let severely alone. What made him utterly miserable was 
the fact that in his own regiment, the —th, nobody spoke of it sone 
as something that pant knew was sure to happen the moment he 
got incommand. If it hadn’t been that ’twould have been something 
else. The only certainty was that Buxton would never lose a chance 
of making an ass of himself. Instead of being furious with him, the 
whole regiment—officers and men—simply ridiculed and laughed at 
him. He had talked of preferring charges against Blake for insubordi- 
nation, and asked the adjutant what he thought of it. It was the first 
time he had spoken to the adjutant for weeks, and the adjutant rushed 
out of the office to tell the crowd to come in and “ hear Buxton’s latest.” 
It began to look as though nothing serious would ever come of the 
affair, until Rayner reappeared and people saw how very ill he was. Dr. 
Pease had been consulted ; and it was settled that he as well as his wife 
must go away for several months and have complete rest and chong 
It was decided that they would leave by the 1st of May. All this Mr. 
Hayne heard through his kind friend Mrs. Waldron. 

One day when he first. began to sit up, and before he had been out 
at all, she came and sat with him in his sunshiny parlor. There had 
been a silence for a moment as she looked around upon the few pictures — 
and upon that bareness and coldness which, do what he will, no man 
can eradicate from his abiding-place until he calls in the deft and dainty 
hand of woman. 

“T shall be so glad when you have a wife, Mr. Hayne !” was her 
quiet comment. 

“So shall I, Mrs. Waldron,” was the response. 

“ And isn’t it high time we were beginning to hear of a choice? 
Forgive my intrusiveness, but that was the very matter of which the 
major and I were talking as he brought me over.” 

“ There is something to be done first, Mrs. Waldron,” he answered. 
“T cannot offer any woman a clouded name. It is not enough that 
people should begin to believe that I was innocent and my persecutors 
utterly in error, if not perjured. I must be able to show who was the 
real culprit, and that is not easy. The doctor and I thought we saw a 
way not long ago ; but it proved delusive.” And he intel deeply. “I 
had expected to see the major about it the very day he got back from 
the court ; but we have had no chance to talk.” 

“Mr. Hayne,” she said, impulsively, “a woman’s intuition is not 
always at fault. Tell me if you believe that any one on the post has 
any inkling of the truth. I have a reason for asking.” 

“T did think it possible, Mrs. Waldron. I cannot be certain now; 
and it’s too late, anyway.” 

“ How, too late? What’s too late?” 

He paused a moment, a deeper shadow than usual on his face ; then 
he lifted his head and looked fairly at her : 

“‘T should not have said that, Mrs. Waldron. It can never be too 
late. But what I mean is that—just now I spoke of offering no woman 
: si name. Even if it were unclouded, I could not offer it where 

would. 
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“‘ Because you have heard of the e ent ?” was the quick, eager 
question. There was no instant of doubt in the woman as to where the 
offering would be made, if it only could. 

“T knew of the engagement only a day ago,” he answered, with 
stern effort at self-control. ‘Blake was speaking of her, and it came 
out all of a sudden.” 

He turned his head away again. It was more than Mrs. Waldron 
could stand. She leaned impetuously towards him, and put her hand 
on his: 

“Mr. Hayne, that is no engagement of heart to heart. It is entirel 
a thing of Mrs. Rayner’s doing ; and I know it. She is poor,—depend- 
ent,—and has been simply sold into bondage.” 

“ And you think she cares nothing for the position, the wealth and. 
social advantages, this would give her? Ah, Mrs. Waldron, consider.” 

“‘T have considered. Mr. Hayne, if I were a man, like you, that 
child should never go back to him. And they are going next week. 
You must get well.” 

It was remarked that Mr. Hayne was out surprisingly quick for 
a fellow who had been so recently threatened with brain-fever. The 
Rayners were to go East at once, so it was said, though the captain’s 
leave of absence had not yet been ordered. The colonel could grant 
him seven days at any time, and he had telegraphic notification that 
there would be no objection when the formal application reached the 
War Department. Rayner called at the colonel’s office and asked that 
he might be permitted to start with his wife and sister. His second 
lieutenant would move in and occupy his quarters and take care of all 
his personal effects during their absence ; and Lieutenant Hayne was a 
most thorough officer, and he felt that in turning over his company to 
him he left it in excellent hands. The colonel saw the misery in the 
captain’s face, and he was touched by both looks and words : 

“You must not take this last affair too much to heart, Captain 
Rayner. We in the —th have known Captain Buxton so many years 
that with us there is no question as to we all the blame lies. It 
seems, too, to be clearly understood by Mr. Hayne. As for your 
previous ideas of that officer, I consider it too delicate a matter to 
speak of. You must see, however, how entirely beyond reproach his 
general character appears to have been. But here’s another matter: 
Clancy’s discharge has arrived. Does the old fellow know you had 
requested it ?” 

“‘No, sir,” answered Rayner, with hesitation and embarrassment. 
“We wanted to keep him straight, as I told you we would, and he 
would probably get on a big tear if he knew his service-days were 
numbered. I didn’t look for its being granted “for forty-eight hours 
yet. 
“Well, he will know it before night; and no doubt he will be 
badly cut up. Clancy was a fine soldier before he married that har- 
ridan of a woman.” 

“She has made him a good wife since they came into the Riflers, 
colonel, and has taken mighty good care of the old fellow.” 

“Tt is more than she did in the —th, sir. She was a handsome, 
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showy woman when I first saw her,—before my promotion to the regi- 
ment,—and Clancy was one of the finest soldiers in the brigade the last 
year of the war. She ran through all his money, though, and in the 
—th we looked upon her as the real cause of his break-down,—especially 
after her affair with that sergeant who deserted. You've heard of him, 

robably. He disappeared after the Battle Butte campaign, and we 
Lied he’d run off with Mrs. Clancy ; but he hadn’t. She was there 
when we got back, big as ever, and growing ugly.” 

“Do you mean that Mrs. Clancy had a lover when she was in the 

—th?” 
“ Certainly, Captain Rayner. We supposed it was commonly known. 
He was a fine-looking, black-eyed, dark-haired, dashing fellow, of good 
education, a great swell among the men the short time he was with us, 
and Mrs, Clancy made a dead set at him from the start. He never 
seemed to care for her very much.” 

“‘ This is something I never heard of,” said Rayner, with grave face, 
“and it will be a good deal of a shock to my wife, for she Sati 
to take her East with Clancy and Kate, and they were to invest their 
money in some little business at her old home.” 

“Yes: it was mainly on the-woman’s account we wouldn’t re-enlist 
Clancy in the —th. We could stand him, but she was too much for us, 
—and for the other sergeant, too. He avoided her before we started on 
the campaign, I fancy. Odd! I can’t think of his name.-—Billings, 
what was the name of that howling swell of a sergeant who was in 
Hull’s troop at Battle Butte,—time Hull was killed? I mean the man 
that Mrs. Clancy was said to have eloped with.” 

“Sergeant Gower, sir,” said the adjutant, without looking up from 
his work. He did look up, however, when a moment after the captain 
hurriedly left the office, and he saw that Rayner’s face was deathly 
white: it was ghastly. 

“What took Rayner off so suddenly?” said the colonel, wheeling 
around in his chair. 

“T don’t know, sir, unless there was something to startle him in 
the name.” 

“‘ Why should there be?” 

“There are those who think that Gower got away with more than 
his horse and arms, colonel: he was not at Battle Butte, though, and 
that is what made it a mystery.” 

“ Where was he then ?” 

“Back with the wagon-train, sir; and he never got in sight of the 
Buttes or Rayner’s battalion. You know Rayner had four companies 
there.” 

“T don’t see how Gower could have taken the money, if that’s 
what you mean, if he never came up to the Buttes: Rayner swore it 
was there in Hull’s original package. Then, too, how could Gower’s 
name affect him if he had never seen him ?” , 

“Possibly he has heard something. Clancy has been talking.” 

“T have looked into that,” said the colonel. ‘Clancy denies know- 
ing anything,—says he was drunk and didn’t know what he was talk- 
ing about.” 
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All the same it was queer, thought the adjutant, and he greatly 
wanted to see the déctor and talk with him ; but by the time his office- 
work was done the doctor had gone to town, and when he came back 
he was sent for to the peniiront 2 quarters, where Mrs. Clancy was in 
hysterics and Michael had again been very bad. 

Soon after the captain’s return to his quer rs, it seems, a messenger 
was sent from Mrs. Rayner requesting . Clancy to come and see 
her at once. She was ushered up-stairs to madame’s own apartment, 
much to Miss Travers’s surprise, and that young lady was further as- 
tonished, when Mrs. Clancy reappeared, nearly an hour later, to see 
that she had been weeping violently. The house was in some disorder, 
most of the trunks ‘being packed and in readiness for the start, and 
Miss Travers was entertaining two or three young officers and waiting 
for her sister to come down to luncheon. “ The boys” were lachrymose 
over her prospective departure,—at least they affected to be, were 
variously sprawled about the parlor when Mrs. Clancy descended, and 
the inflamed condition of her eyes and nose became apparent to all. 
There was much chaff and fun, therefore, when Mrs. Rayner finally 


appeared, over the supposed affliction of the big Irishwoman at the 
prospect of parting with her patroness. Miss Travers saw with sin- 
gular sensations that both the captain and her usually self-reliant sister 
were annoyed and embarrassed by the topic and strove to change it; 
but Foster’s propensity for mimicry and his ability to imitate Mrs. 
Clancy’s combined my 4 and sniffle proved too much for their efforts. 


Kate was in a royally temper by the time the youngsters left the 
house, and when Nellie would have made some laughing allusion to 
the fun the young fellows had been having over her morning caller, she 
was suddenly and tartly checked with— 

“We've had too much of that already. Just understand now that 
you have no time to waste, if your packing is unfinished. We start 
to-morrow afternoon.” 

“Why, Kate! I had no idea we were to go for two days yet! Of 
course I can be ready ; but why did you not tell me before?” 

“T did not know it—at least it was not decided—until this morn- 
ing, after the captain came back from the office. There is nothing to 
prevent our going, now that he has seen the colonel.” 

“There was not before, Kate; for Mr. Billings told me yesterday 
morning, and:I told you, that the colonel had said you could start at 
once, and you replied that the captain could not be ready for several 
days,—three at least.” 

“Well, now he is; and that ends it. Never mind“what changed 
his mind.” 

It was unsafe to trifle with Nellie Travers, as Mrs. Rayner might 
have known. She saw that something had occurred to make the cap- 
tain eager to start at once; and then there was that immediate sending 
for Mrs. Clancy, the long, secret talk up in Kate’s room, the evident 
mental disturbance of both feminines on their respective reap , 
and the sudden announcement to her. While there could be no time 
to make formal parting calls, there were still some two or three ladies 
in the garrison whom she longed to see before saying adieu ; and then 
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there was Mr. Hayne, whom she had wronged quite as bitterly as any- 
one else had wronged him. He was out that day for the first time, and 
she longed to see him and longed to fulfil the neglected promise. That 
she must do at the very least. : If she could not see him, she must write, 
that he might have the note before they wentaway. All these thoughts 
~ were*rushing through her brain as she busied herself about her little 
room, stowing away dresses and dropping everything from time to time 
to dart into her sister’s room in answer to some querulous call. Yet 
never did she leave without a quick glance from her window up and 
down the row. For whom was she looking ? 

It was just about dusk when she heard crying down-stairs,—a child, 
and apparently in the kitchen. Mrs. Rayner was with the baby, and 
Miss Travers started for the stairs, calling that she would go and see 
what it meant. She was down in the hall before Mrs. Rayner’s imper- 
ative and repeated calls brought her to a full stop. 

“ What is it?” she inquired. 

“You come back here and hold baby. I know perfectly what it is, 
It is Kate Clancy ; and she wants me. You can do nothing.” 

Too late, madame! The intervening doors were opened, and in 
marched cook, leading the poor little Irish girl, who was sobbing 
piteously. Mrs. Rayner came down the stairs with all speed, bringing 
her burly son and heir in her arms. She would have ordered Nell aloft 
but what excuse could she give? and Miss Travers was already bending 
over the child and striving to still her heart-breaking cries. 

“ What is it? Where’s your father?” demanded Mrs. Rayner. 

“Oh, ma’am, I don’t know. I came here to tell the captain. 
Shure he’s discharged, ma’am, an’ his heart’s broke entirely, an’ 
mother says we’re all to go with the captain to-morrow, an’ he swears 
he’ll kill himself before he’ll go, an’ i can’t find him, ma’am. It’s 
almost dark now.” 

“Go back and tell your mother I want her instantly. We'll find 
your father. Go!” she repeated, as the child shrank and hesitated. 
“‘ Here,—the front way!’ And little Kate sped away into the shadows 
across the dim level of the parade. 

Then the sisters faced each other. There was a fire in the younger’s 
eye that Mrs. Rayner would have escaped if she could. 

“ Kate, it is to get Clancy away from the ibility of revealing 
what he knows that you have planned this wulied move, and I know 
it,” said Miss Travers. ‘“ You need not answer.” 

She seized a wrap from the hat-rack and stepped to the door-way. 
Mrs. Rayner threw herself after her. 

“ Nellie, where are you going? What will you do?” 

“To Mrs. Waldron’s, Kate; if need be, to Mr. Hayne’s.” 
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* * * * * 


A bright fire was burning in Major Waldron’s cosey parlor, where 
he and his good wife were seated in earnest talk. It was just after 
sunset when Mr. Hayne dropped in to pay his first visit after the few 
days in which he had been confined to his quarters. He was looking 
thin, paler than usual, and far more restless and eager in manner than 
of old. The Waldrons welcomed him with more than usual warmth, 
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and the major speedily led the conversation up to the topic which was 
so near to his heart. ‘ 

“You and I must see the doctor and have a triangular council over 
this thing, Hayne. Three heads are better than none; and if, as he 
suspects, old Clancy really knows anything when he’s drunk that he 
cannot tell when he’s sober, I shall depart from Mrs. Waldron’s. prin- 
ciples and join the doctor in his pet scheme of getting him drunk again. 
‘In vino veritas,’ you know. And we ought to be about it, too, for it 
won’t be long before his discharge comes, and, once away, we should be 
in the lurch.” 

“There seems so little hope there, major. Even the colonel has 
called him up and questioned him.” 

“ Ay, very true, but always when the old t was sober. It 
is when drunk that Clancy’s conscience pricks him to tell what he 
either knows or suspects.” . 

A light, quick footstep was heard on the piazza, the hall door 
opened, and without knock or ring, bursting impetuously in upon them, 
there suddenly appeared Miss Travers, her eyes dilated with excite- 
ment. At sight of the group she stopped short, and colored to the 
very roots of tle shining hair. : 

“ How glad I am to see you, Nellie!” exclaimed Mrs. Waldron, as 
all rose to greet her. An embarrassed, half-distraught reply was her 
only answer. She had extended both hands to the elder ban 3 but 
now, startled, almost stunned, at finding herself in the presence of the 
very man she most wanted to see, she stood with downcast eyes, irreso- 
lute. He, too, had not stepped forward,—had not offered his hand. 
She raised her blue eyes for one quick glance, and saw his pale, pain- 
thinned face, read anew the story of his patience, his suffering, his 
heroism, and realized how she too had wronged him and that her very 
awkwardness and silence might tell him thatshameful fact. It was 
more than she could stand. I hoped to find she fe 

“ T came—purposely. oped to find you, Mr. Hayne. You— 
you remember that I had something to tell ae It was poaa Clancy. 
You ought to see him. I’m sure you ought, for he must know—he or 
Mrs. Clancy—something about your—your trouble; and I’ve just this 
minute heard that they—that he’s going away to-morrow ;~ and: you 
must find him to-night, Mr. Hayne: indeed you must.” 

Who can paint her as she stood there, blushing, pleading, eager, 
frightened, yet determined? Who can picture the wild emotion: in his 
heart, reflected in his face? He stepped quickly to her side with the 
light leaping to his eyes, his hands extended as though to grasp hers ; 
but it was Waldron that spoke first : 

“Where is he going ?—how?” . 

“Oh, with us, major. We go to-morrow, and they go with us. 
My sister has some reason—I cannot fathom it. She wants them 
away from here, and Clancy’s discharge came. to-day. He must see 
him first,” she said, indicating Mr. Hayne by the nod of her pretty 
head. “They say Clancy has run off and got away from his wife. 
He doesn’t want to be discharged. They cannot find him now; but 
perhaps Mr. Hayne can.—Mr. Hayne, try to. You—you must.” 
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“Indeed we must, Hayne, and quick about it,” said the major. 
“Now is our chance, I verily believe. Let us get the doctor first ; 
then little Kate will best know where to look for Elancy. Come, man, 
get, _ overcoat.” And he hastened to the hall. 

ayne followed as though in a dream, reached the threshold, 
turned, looked back, made one quick step toward Miss Travers with 
outstretched hand, then checked himself as suddenly. His yearning 
eyes seemed fastened on her burning face, his lips quivered with the 
intensity of his emotion. She raised her eyes are ve him one quick 
look, half entreaty, half command ; he seemed ineffectually struggling 
to speak,—to thank her. One moment-of irresolution, then, without 
a word of any kind, he sprang to the door. She carried his parting 
ser in = heart of hearts all night long. There was no mistaking 
what it told. 

















XVII. 


The morning report of the following.day showed some items under 
the head of “ Alterations” that involved several of the soldier characters 
of this story. Ex-Sergeant Clancy had been dropped from the column 
of present “ on daily duty” and taken up on that of absent without leave. 
Lieutenant Hayne was also reported absent. Dr. Pease and Lieutenant 
Billings drove into the garrison from town just before the cavalry 
trumpets were sounding first call for guard-mounting, and the adjutant 
sent one of the musicians to give his compliments to Mr. Royce and ask 
him to mount the guard for him, as he had just returned and had im- 
portant business with the colonel. The doctor and the adjutant 
together went into the colonel’s quarters, and for the first time on 
record the commanding officer was not at the desk in his office when 
the shoulder-straps began to gather for the matinée. 

Ten minutes after the usual time the adjutant darted in and plunged 
with his characteristic impetuosity into the pile of passes and other papers 
stacked up by the sergeant-major at his table. To all questions as to 
where he had been and what was the matter with the colonel he replied, 
with more than usual asperity of manner,—the asperity engendered of 
some years of having to answer the host of questions propounded by 
vacant minds at his own busiest hour of the day,—that the colonel 
would tell them all about it himself; he had no time for a word. The 
evident manner of suppressed excitement, however, was something few 
failed to note; and every man in the room felt certain that when the 
colonel came there would be a revelation. It was with something bor- 
dering on indignation, therefore, that the assemblage heard the words 
that intimated to them that all might retire. The colonel had come in 
very quietly, received the report of the officer of the day, relieved him, 
and dismissed the new officer of the day with the brief formula, “‘ Usual 
orders, sir,” then glanced quickly around the silent circle of grave, 
bearded or boyish faces. His eyes rested for an instant with something 
like shock and trouble upon one face, pale, haggard, with almost blood- 
less lips, and yet full of fierce determination,—a face that haunted him 
long afterwards, it was so full of agony, of suspense, almost of pleading, 
—the face of Captain Rayner. 
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Then, dispensing with the customary talk, he quietly spoke the 
disappointing words,— 

ey am somewhat late this morning, gentlemen, and several matters 
will occupy my attention: so I will not detain you further.” 

The crowd seemed to find their feet very slowly. There was visible 
disinclination to go. Every man in some inexplicable. way appeared 
to know that there was a new mystery hanging over the garrison, and 
that the colonel held the key. Every man felt that Billings had 
given him the right to expect to be told all about it when the colonel 
came, Some looked reproachfully at Billings, as though to remind him 
of their expectations: Stannard, his old stand-by, passed him with a 
gruff “ Thought you said the colonel had something to tell us,” and 
went out with an air of injured and defrauded dignity. ‘Rayner arose, 
and seemed to be making preparations to depart with the others, and 
some of the number, connecting him unerringly with the prevailin 
sensation, appeared to hold back and wait for him to precede them an 
so secure to themselves the satisfaction of knowing that, if it was a 
matter connected with Rayner, they “had him along” and nothing 
could take place without their hearing it. These men were very few, 
however; but Buxton was one of them. Rayner’s eyes were fixed 
upon the colonel and searching for a sign, and it came,—a little motion 
of the hand and a nod of the head that eee “Stay.” Then, as 
Buxton and one or two of his stamp still dallied irresolute, the colonel 
turned somewhat sharply to them: “ Was there any matter on which 
you wished to see me, gentlemen?” and, as there was none, they had to 
go. Then Rayner was alone with the colonel ; for Mr. Billings quickly 
arose, and, with a significant glance at his commander, left the room 
and closed the door. 

Mrs. Rayner, gazing from her parlor windows, saw that all the 
officers had come out except one,—her husband,—and with a moan of 
misery she covered her face with her hands and sank upon the sofa. 
With cheeks as white as her sister’s, with eyes full of trouble and per- 
plexity, but tearless, Nellie Travers stepped quickly into the room and 
put a trembling white hand upon the other’s shoulder : 

“ Kate, it is no time for so bitter anvestrangement as this. I have 
done simply what our soldier father would have done had he been here. 
I am fully aware of what it must cost me. I knew when I did it that 
you would never’ again welcome me to your home. Once East again, 
you and I can go our ways; I won’t burden you longer; but is it not 
better that you should tell me in what way your husband or you can 
have been injured by what I have done?” 

Mrs. Rayner impatiently shook away the hand. 

“T don’t want to talk to you,” was the blunt answer. “You have . 
carried out your threat and—ruined us: that’s all.” 

“What can you mean? Do you want me to think that because 
Mr. Hayne’s innocence may be established your husband was the guilty 
man? Certainly your manner leads to that inference ; though his ‘does 
not, by any means.” 

“T don’t want to talk, I tell you. ‘You’ve had your way,—done 
your work. You’ll see soon enough the hideous web of trouble you’ve 
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entangled about my husband. Don’t you dare say—don’t you dare 
think”—and now she rose with sudden fury—“ that he was the—that 
he lost the money! But that’s what all others will think.” 

“Tf that were true, Kate, there would be this difference between 
his trouble and Mr. Hayne’s: Captain Rayner would have wife, wealth, 
and friends to help him bear the cross ; Mr. Hayne has borne it five 
long years unaided. I pray God the truth has been brought to light.” 

hat fierce reply Mrs. Rayner might have given, who knows? 
but at that instant a quick step was heard on the piazza, the door opened 
suddenly, and Captain Rayner entered with a rush. The pallor had 
gone; a light of eager, half-incredulous joy beamed from his eyes, he 
threw his cap upon the floor, and his wife had risen and thrown her 
arms about his neck. 

“ Have they found him ?” was her breathless question. “What has 
happened? You look so different.” 

“Found him? Yes; and he has told everything ?” 

“ 'Told—what ?” 

“Told that he and Gower were the men. They took it all.” 

“Clancy /—and Gower! The thieves, do you mean? Is that— 
is that what he confessed?” she asked, in wild wonderment, in almost 
stupefied amaze, releasing him from her arms and stepping back, her 
eyes searching his face. 

“ Nothing else in the world, Kate. I don’t understand it at all. 
I’m all a-tremble yet. It clears Hayne utterly. It at least explains 
how I was mistaken. But what—what could she have meant?” 

Mrs. Rayner stood like one in a dream, her eyes staring, her lips 
quivering ; and Nellie, with throbbing pulses and clasping hands, looked 

rly from husband to wife, as though beseeching some explanation. 

“ What did she mean? What did she mean? I say again,” asked 
Rayner, pressing his hand to his forehead and gazing fixedly at his wife. 

A moment longer she stood there, as though a light—a long-hidden 
truth—were slowly forcing itself upon her mind. Then, with impulsive 
movement, she hurried through the dining-room, threw open the kitchen 
door, and startled the domestics at their late breakfast. 

“ Ryan,” she called to the soldier-servant who rose hastily from the 
table, “go and tell Mrs. Clancy I want her instantly. Do you under- 
stand? Instantly ’ And Ryan seized his forage-cap and vanished. 

It was perhaps ten minutes before he returned. hen he did so it 
was apparent that Mrs. Rayner had been crying copiously, and that 
Miss Travers, too, was much affected. The captain was pacing the 
room with nervous strides in mingled relief and agitation. All looked 
up expectant as the soldier re-entered. -He had the air of a man who 
knew he bore tidings of vivid and mysterious interest, but he curbed 
the excitement of his manner until it shone only through his snapping 
eyes, saluted, and reported with professional gravity : 

“Mrs. Clancy’s clean gone, sir.” 

“ Gone where ?” 

“Nobody knows, sir. She’s just lit out with her trunk and best 
clothes some time last night.” 

“Gone to her husband in town, maybe ?” 
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“No, sir. Clancy’s all-right: he was caught last evening, and 
hadn’t time to get more’n half drunk before .they lodged: him. Loo- 
tenant Hayne got him, sir. They had him afore a’ justice of the peace 
early this morning: iu 

“Yes, I know all that. What I want is Mrs. Clancy. What has 
become of her ?” 

“ Faith, I don’t know, sir, but the women in Sudsville they all say 
she’s run away, sir,—taken her money and gone. She’s afraid of 
Clancy’s peaching on her.” 

“ By heavens! the thing is clearing itself!” exclaimed Rayner to 
his gasping and wild-eyed wife. “I must go to the colonel at once 
with his news.” And away he went. 

And then again, as the orderly retired, and the sisters were left 
alone, Nellie Travers with trembling ips asked the question,— 

“‘ Have I done so much harm, after all, Kate?” 

“Oh, Nellie! Nellie! forgive me, for I have been nearly mad with 
misery !” was Mrs. Rayner’s answer, as she burst into a fresh paroxysin 
of tears. “'That—that woman has—has told me fearful lies.” 

There was a strange scene that day at Warrener when, towards noon, 
two carriages drove out from town and, entering the east gate, rolled 
over towards the guard-house. The soldiers clustered about the barrack 
porches and stared at the occupants. In the first—a livery hack from 
town—were two sheriff’s officers, while cowering on the back seat, his hat 
pulled down over his eyes, was poor old Clancy, to whom clung faithful 
little Kate. In the rear carriage—Major Waldron’s—were Mr. Hayne, 
the major, and a civilian whom some of the men had no difficulty in 
recognizing as the official charged with the administration of justice 
towards offenders against the _— Many of the soldiers strolled 
slowly up the road, in hopes of hearing all about the arrest, and what 
it meant, from straggling members of the guard. All knew it meant 
something more than a mere “break” on the part of Clancy ;. all felt 
that it had some connection with the long-continued mystery that h 
about the name of Lieutenant Hayne. "Phen, too, it was being noi 
abroad that Mrs, Clancy had “skipped” and between two suns had fled 
for parts unknown. She could be overhauled by telegraph if she had 
left on either of the night freights or gone down towards Denver by 
the early morning, passenger-train ; it would be easy enough to capture 
her if she were “wanted,” said the garrison; but what did it mean 
that Clancy was pursued by officers of the post and brought back 
pas charge of officers of the law? He had had trouble enough, poor 

ow! 
The officer of the guard looked wonderingly at the carriages and 
their occupants. He Galotdd Major Waldron as the latter stepped 
briskly down. | 

“You will take charge of Clancy, Mr. Graham,” said the major. 
“ His discharge will be recalled : at least it will not take effect . 
You will be interested in knowing that his voluntary confession fally 
— Mr. Hayne’s innocence of the charges on which he was 
tried. 

Mr. Graham’s face turned all manner of colors. He glanced at 

VoL. XXXIX.—58 
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Hayne, who, still seated in the carriage, was as calmly indifferent to 
him as ever: he was gazing across the wide parade at the windows in 
officers’ row. Little Kate’s sobs as the soldiers were helping her 
father from the carriage suddenly recalled his wandering thoughts. He 
sprang to the ground, stepped quickly to the child, and put his arms 
about her. 

“ Clancy, tell her to come with us. Mrs. Waldron will take loving 
care of her, and she shall come to see you every day. The guard-house 
is no place for her to follow you. Tell her so, man, and she will 
with us.—Come, Katie, child!’ And he bent tenderly over the so 
bing little waif. 

“Thank ye, sir. I know ye’ll be good to her. Go with the 
lootenant, Kate darlin’; go. Shure I’ll be happier then.” 

And, trembling, he bent and kissed her wet cheeks. She threw her 
arms around his neck and clung to him in an agony of grief. Gently 
they strove to disengage her clasping arms, but she shrieked and strug- 
gied, and poor old Clancy broke - deni There were sturdy soldiers 
standing by who turned their heads away to hide the unbidden tears, 
and with a quiver in his kind voice the major interposed : 

“ Let her stay awhile: it will be better for both. Don’t put him in 
the prison-room, Graham. Keep them by themselves for a while. We 
will come for her by and by.” And then, before them all, he held 
forth his hand and gave Clancy’s a cordial grasp : 

“Cheer up, man. You've taken the right step at last. You area 
free man to-day, even if you are a prisoner for the time being. Better 
this a thousand times than what you were.” , 

Hayne, too, spoke a few kind words in a low tone, and gave the old 
soldier his hand at parting. Then the guard closed the door, and father 
and daughter were left alone. As the groups around the guard-house 
began to break up and move away, and the officers, re-entering the 
carriages, drove over to head-quarters, a rollicking Irishman to 
the sergeant of the guard,— _ 

“Does he know the ould woman’s ski sargent? Shure you 
better tell him. T'will cheer him, like.” eee : : 

But when, a few moments after, the news was imparted to Clancy, 
the effect was electric and startling. With one bound and a savage cry 
he sprang to the door. The sergeant threw himself u him and 
strove to hold him back, but was no match for the frenzied man. Deaf 
to Kate’s entreaties and the sergeant’s commands, he hurled him aside, 
leaped through the door-way, shot like a deer past the lolling guards- 
men on the porch, and, turning sharply, went at the top of this - 
down the hill towards Sudsville before man could lay hand on him. 
The sentry on Number One cocked his rifle and looked inquiringly at 
the officer of the guard, who came running out. With a wild shriek 
little Kate threw herself upon the sentry, clasping his knees and im- 
ploring him not to shoot. The lieutenant and the sergeant both shouted, 
“Never mind! Don’t fire!” and with others of the guard rushed in 
pursuit. But, old and feeble as he was, poor Clancy kept the lead, 
never swerving, never flagging, until he reached the door-way of his 
abandoned cot ; this he burst in, threw himself upon his knees by the 
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bedside, and dragged to light a little wooden chest that stood by an 
open trap in the floor. One look sufficed : the mere fact that the trap 
was open and the senaneerte was enough. With a wild cry of rage, 
despair, and baffled h , he clinched his hands above his head, rose to — 
his full height, and with a curse upon his white lips, with glaring eyes 
and gasping breath, turned upon his pursuers as they came i 
in, and hurled his fists at the foremost. “Let me follow her, I say ! 
She’s gone with it all,—his money! Let me go!” he shrieked ; and 
then his eyes turned stony, a gasp, a clutch at his throat, and, plunging 


headlong, he fell upon his face at their feet. 
Poor little Kate! The old man was, indeed, free at last. 


XVIII. 


There had been a scene of somewhat dramatic nature at the colonel’s 
office but a short time before, and one that had fewer witnesses. Agi- 
tated, nervous, and eventually astonished as Captain Rayner had been 
when the colonel had revealed to him the nature of Clancy’s confession, 
he was far more excited and tremulous when he returned a second time, 
The commanding officer had been sitting deep in thought. It was but 
natural that a man should show great emotion on learning that the evi- 
dence he had given, which had condemned a brother officer to years of 
solitary punishment, was now disproved. It was to be ex that 
Rayner should be tremulous and excited. He had been looking worse 
and worse for a long time past; and now that it was established. that 
he must have been mistaken in what he thought he saw and heard at 
Battle Butte, it was to be expected that he should show the utmost con- 
sternation and an immediate desire to make amends. He had shown 
great emotion ; he was white and rigid as the colonel told him Clancy 
had made a full confession ; but the expression on his face when in- 
formed that the man had admitted that he and Se t Gower were 
the only ones guilty of the crime—that Clancy and Gower divided the 
guilt as they had the money—was a puzzle to the colonel. Captain 
Rayner seemed daft: it was a look of wild relief, half unbelief, half 
delight, that shot across his haggard features. It was evident that he 
had not heard at all what he expected. This was what puzzled the 
colonel. Hehad been pondering over it ever since the captain’s hurried 
departure “ to tell his wife.” 

“ We—we had ex —made all preparations to take this after- 
noon’s train for the East,” he stammered. “We are all torn up, all 
ready to start, and the ladies ought to go; but I cannot feel like going 
in the face of this,” 

“There is no reason why you should not go, captain. I am told 
Mrs. Rayner should leave at once. If need be, you can return from’ 
Chicago. Everything will be attended to properly. Of course you 
will know what to do towards Mr. Hayne. Indeed, I think it might 
be best for you to go.” 

But Rayner seemed hardly listening; and the colonel was not a 
man to throw his words away. 

“You might see Mrs, al at once, and return by and by,” he 
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said ; and Rayner gladly escaped, and went home with the wonderful 
news he had to tell his wife. 

And now a second time he was back, and was urging upon the 
commanding officer the necessity of telegraphing and capturing Mrs. 
Clancy. In plain words he told the colonel he believed that ae had 
escaped with the greater part of the money. The colonel smiled: 

“That was attended to early this morning, captain. Hayne and 
the major asked that she be secured, and the moment we found her 
fled it confirmed their suspicions, and Billings sent despatches in every 
direction. She can’t get away! She was his temptress, and I mean to 
make her share all the punishment.” 

“‘ Colonel,” exclaimed Rayner, while beads of sweat stood out on 
his forehead, “she is worse,—a thousand times worse! The woman 
is a fiend. She is the devil in petticoats—and ingenuity. My God! 
sir, I have been in torment for weeks past,—my poor wife and I. I 
have been criminally, cowardly weak ; but I did not know what to do, 
—where to turn,—how to take it,—how to meet it. Let me tell you.” 
And now great tears were standing in his eyes and beginning to trickle 
down his cheeks. He dashed them away. His lips were quivering, 
and he strode nervously up and down the matted floor. ‘“ When you 
refused to let Clancy re-enlist in the —th, two years after Battle Butte, 
he came to me and told me a story. He, too, had declared, as I did, 
that he had seen the money-packages in Hayne’s hands; and he said 
the real reason he was kicked out of the —th was because the officers 
and men took sides with Hayne and thought he had sworn his reputa- 
tion away. He begged me not to ‘go back on him’ as his own regi- 
ment had, and I thought he was being persecuted because he told the 
truth. God knows I fully believed Hayne guilty for more than three 
years,—it is only within the last year or 00 began to have doubts ; 
and so I took Clancy into B Company and soon made Mrs. Clancy a 
laundress. But she made trouble for us all, and there was somethin 
uncanny about them. She kept throwing out mysterious hints I coul 
not understand when rumors of them reached me; and at last came 
the fire that burned them out, and then the stories of what Clancy 
had said in his delirium ; and then she came to my wife and told her a 
yarn that—she swore to its truth, and nearly drove Mrs. Rayner wild 
with anxiety. She swore that when Clancy got to drinking he 
imagined he had seen me take that money from Captain Hull’s saddle- 
bags and replace the sealed package: she said he was ready to swear 
that he and Gower—the deserter—and two of our men, honorably 
discharged now and living on ranches down in Nebraska, could all 
swear—would all swear—to the same thing,—that I was the thief. 
‘Sure you know it couldn’t be so, ma’am; and yet he wants to 
and tell Mr. Hayne,’ she would say: ‘there’s the four of ’em would: 
swear to it, though Gower’s evidence would be no good; but the two 
men could hurt the captain.’ Her ingenuity was devilish ; for one of 
the men I had severely punished once in the Black Hills, and both 
hated me and had sworn they would get even with me yet. God help 
me, colonel! seeing every day the growing conviction that Hayne was 
innocent, that somebody else must be guilty, I thought, what if this 
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man should, in drunken gratitude to Hayne for saving his life, go to 
him and tell him this story, then back it up before the officials and 
call in these two others? I was weak, but it appalled. me. I deter- 
mined to get him out of the way of such a possibility. I got his dis- 
charge, and meantime strove to prevent his drinking or going near 
Hayne. She knew the real story he would tell. This was her devilish 
plan to keep me on watch against him. I never dreamed the real 
truth. She swore to me that three hundred dollars was all the money 
they had. I believed that when he confessed it would be what she 
declared. I never dreamed that Clancy and his confederate were the 
thieves: I never believed the money was taken until after Hayne 
received it. I saw how Hayne’s guilt was believed in even in the face 
of contradictory evidence before the court. What would be the ten- 
dency if three men together were to swear against me, now that every- 
body thought him wronged? I know very well what you will think 
of my cowardice. I know you and your officers will say I should have 
given him every chance,—should have courted investigation; and I 
meant to do so, but first I wanted to hear from those discharged men in 
Nebraska. The whole scheme would have been exploded two months 
ago had I not been a coward; but night after night something kept 
whispering to me, ‘ You have wrecked and ruined a friendless young 
soldier’s life. You shall be brought as low.’ ” 

The colonel was, as he afterwards remarked, hardly equal to the 
occasion. He had as much contempt for moral weakness in a soldier 
as he had for physical cowardice ; but Rayner’s almost abject recital of 


his months of misery really left him nothing to me Had the ca; 
uct, he woul 


sought to defend or justify any detail of his con d have 
pounced on him like a panther. Twice the adjutant, sitting an absorbed 
and silent listener, thought the chief on the verge of an outbreak ; but 
it never came. For some minutes after Rayner ceased the colonel sat © 
steadily regarding him. At last he spoke: 

“You have been so frank in your statement, captain, that I feel you 
fully appreciate how such deplorable weakness must be regarded in an 
officer. It is unnecessary for me to speak of that. The full partic- 
ulars of Clancy’s confession are not yet with me. Major Waldron has 
it all in writing, and Mr. Billings has merely told me the general 
features. Of course you shall have a copy of it in good time. you 
go East to-day and have your wife and household to think for, it may 
be as well that you do not attempt to see Mr. Hayne before starting. 
And this matter will not be discussed.” : 

And so it happened that when the Rayners drove to the station that 
bright afternoon, and a throng of ladies and officers gathered to see 
them off, some of the youngsters going with them into town to await 

‘the coming of the train, Nellie Travers had been surrounded by chat- 
tering friends of both sexes, constantly occupied, and yet constantly 
looking for the face of one who came not. For an hour before their 
departure every tongue in garrison that wagged at all—and few there 
were that wagged not—was discoursing on the exciting events of the 
morning,—Hayne’s emancipation from the last vestige of suspicion, 
Clancy’s capture, confession, and tragic death, Mrs. Clancy’s flight 
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and probable future. At Rayner’s, people spoke of these things very 
edly, because every one saw that the captain was moved to the 
epths of his nature. He was solemnity itself, and Mrs. Rayner 
watched him with deep anxiety, fearful that he might be exposed to 
‘some thoughtless or malicious questioning. Her surveillance was need- 
less, however : even Ross made no allusion to the events of the morn- 
ing, though he communicated to his fellows in the pong ot confi- 
dences of the club-room that Midas looked as though he’d been pulled 
through a series of knot-holes. ‘-Looks more’s though he were going 
to his own funeral than on leave,” he added. 

As for Hayne, he had been closeted with the colonel and Major 
Waldron for some time after his return,—a conference that was broken 
in upon by the startling news of Clancy’s death. Then he had joined 
his friend the doctor at the hospital, and was still there, striving to 
comfort little Kate, who could not be induced to leave her father’s 
rapidly stiffening form, when Mrs. Waldron re-entered the room. 
Drawing the child to her side and folding her motherly arms about her, 
she looked up in Hayne’s pale face : 

“They are going in five minutes. Don’t you mean to see her?” 

“Not there,—not under his roof or in that crowd. I will go to 
the station.” 

“T must run over and say good-by in a moment,—when the car- 
riage goes around. . Shall—shall I say you will come?” 

There was a light in his blue eyes she was just beginning to notice 
now as she studied his face. A smile flickered one instant about the 
corners of his mouth, and then he held out his hand : 

“She knows by this time, Mrs. Waldron.” 

An hour later Mrs. Rayner was standing on the platform at the 
station, Ross and others of her satellites hanging about her; Captain 
' Rayner was talking in subdued tones with one or two of the senior 
officers ; Miss Travers, looking feverishly pretty, was chatting busily 
with Royce and Foster, though a close observer could have noted that 
her dark eyes often sought the westward prairie over which wound the 
road to the distant post. It was nearly train-time, and three or four 
horsemen could be seen at various distances, while, far out towards the 
fort, long skirmish-lines and fluttering guidons were sweeping over the 
slopes in mimic war-array. 

“TI have missed all this,” she said, pointing to the seene; “and I 
‘oe love it 80 that it seems hard to go just as all the real soldier life is 

inning.’ 

“3 inchiens knows you’ve had offers enough to keep you here,” 
said Foster, with not the blithest laugh in the world. “ Any girl who 
will go East and marry a ‘cit’ and leave six or seven penniless subs 
sighing behind her, I have my opinion of: she’s eminently level- 
headed,” he added, with rueful and unexpected candor. 

“TI have hopes of Miss Travers yet,” boomed Royce, in his pon- 
derous basso,—“ not personal hopes, Foster; you needn’t feel for your 

istol,—but I believe that her heart is with the army, like the soldier’s 
ughter she is.” And, audacious as was the speech and deserving of 
instant rebuke, Mr. Royce was startled to see her reddening vividly. 
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He would have plunged into hasty apology, but Foster plucked his 
sleeve : 

“Look who’s coming, you galoot! She hasn’t heard a word either 
of us has said.” ; 

And though Nellie Travers, noting the sudden silence, burst into 
an.immediate and utterly irrelevant lament over the loss of the Maltese 
kitten,—which had not been seen all that day and was not to be found 
when they came away,—it was useless.. The effort was gallant, but the 
flame in her cheeks betrayed her as, throwing his reins to the orderly 
who followed him, Mr. Hayne dismounted at the platform and came 
directly towards her. To Mrs. Rayner’s unspeakable dismay, he walked 
up to the trio, bowed low over the little gloved hand that was extended © 
in answer to the proffer of his own, ‘nl next she saw that Royce and 
Foster had, as though by tacit consent, fallen back, and, coram publico, 
Mr. Hayne was sole claimant of the regards of her baby sister. There 
was but one comfort in the situation: the train was in sight. Forget- 
ful, reckless for the moment, of what was going on around her, she 
stood gazing at the pair. No woman could fail to read the story; no 
woman could see his face, his eyes, his whole attitude and expression, 
and not read therein that old, old story that grows sweeter with every 
century of its life. That he should be inspired with sudden, vehement 
love for her exquisite Nell was something a could readily understand ; 
but what—what meant her downcast eyes, the flutter of color on her 
soft and rounded cheek, the shy uplifting of the fringed lids from. time 


to time as though in response to eager question or appeal? Heavens! 
would that train never come? The whistle was sounding in the distance, 
but it would take ages todrag those heavy Pullmans up tlie grade from 
the bridge where they had yet to stop. She could almost have darted 
forward, seized her sister a wrist, and whispered again the baleful 


reminder that of late had no mention between them,—“ Thou art 

another’s ;” but in her distress her weak blue eyes sought her husband’s 

oe He saw it all, and shook his head. Then there was nothing to. 
done. - 

As the train came rumbling finally into the station, she saw him 
once more clasp her sister's hand; then, with one long look into the 
sweet face that was hidden from her jealous eyes, he raised his fo: 
cap and stepped quickly back to where his horse was held. Her 
husband hastgned to her side: 

“ Kate, I must speak to him. I don’t care how he may take it; I 
cannot go without it.” 

They all watched the tall captain as he strode across the platform. 
Every man in uniform seemed to know instinctively that Rayner at last 
was seeking to make open reparation for the bitter wrong he had done. 
One or two strove to begin a general chat and affect an interest in some- 
thing else, for Mrs. Rayner’s benefit, but she, with trembling lips, stood 
gazing after her husband and seemed to beg for silence. Then all 
abandoned other occupation, and every man stood still and watched 
them. Hayne had quickly swung into saddle, and had turned for one 
more look, when he saw his captain with ashen face striding towards 
him, and heard him call his name. 
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. “By Jove!’ muttered Ross, “what command that fellow has over 
himself!” for, scrupulously observant of military etiquette, Mr. Hayne 
on being addressed by his superior officer had instantly dismounted, and 
now stood silently facing him. Even at the distance, there were some 
who thought they could see his features twitching; but his blue eyes 
were calm and steady,—far clearer than they had been but a moment 
agone when gazing good-by into the sweet face they worshipped. None 
could hear what passed between them. The talk was very brief; but 
Ross almost gasped with amaze, other officers looked at one another in 
utter astonishment, and Mrs. Rayner fairly sobbed with excitement and 
emotion, when Mr. Hayne was seen to hold forth his hand, and Rayner, 
grasping it eagerly in both his own, shook it once, then strode hastily 
away towards the rear of the train. His eyes were filled with tears he 
could not repress and could not bear to show. 

That evening, as the train wound steadily eastward into the shadows 
of the night, and they looked out in farewell upon the slopes they had 
last seen when a wintry gale swept fiercely over the frozen surface and 
the shallow ravines were streaked with snow, Kate Rayner, after a long 
talk with her husband, and abandoning her boy to the sole guardian- 
ship of his nurse, settled herself by Nellie’s side, and Nellie knew that 
she either sought confidences or had them to impart. Something of 
the old, quizzical look was playing about the corner of her pretty mouth 
as her dice sister, with feminine indirectness, — her verbal skir- 
mishing with the subject. It was some time before the question was 
reached which led to her real objective : 

“ Did he—did Mr. Hayne tell you much about Clancy ?” 

“Not much. There was no time.” 

“You had fully ten minutes, I’m sure. It seemed even longer.” 

“Four by the clock, Kate.” 

“Well, four, then. He must have had something of greater in- 
terest.” 

No answer. Cheeks reddening, though. 

“ Didn’t he ?”—persistently. 

“T will tell you what he told me of Clancy, Kate. Mrs. Clancy 
had utterly deceived you as to what he had to tell, had she not?” 

“Utterly.” And now it was Mrs. Rayner’s turn to color painfully. 

“Mr. Hayne tells me that Clancy’s confession really explained how 
Captain Rayner was mistaken. It was not so much the captain’s fault, 
after all.” ; 

“So Mr. Hayne told him. You knew they—you saw Mr. Hayne 
offer him his hand, didn’t you ?” 

“T did not see: I knew he would.” More vivid color, and much 
hesitation now. 

“ Knew he would! Why, Nellie, what do you mean? He didn’t 
tell you that he was to see Captain Rayner. He couldn’t have known.” 

“ But I knew, Kate; and I told him how the captain had suffered.” 

“ But how could you know that he would shake hands with him?” 

“ He promised me.” 

The silence was unbroken for a moment. Nellie Travers could 
hear the beating of her own heart as she nestled closer to her sister and 
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stole a hand into hers. Mrs. Rayner was trying hard to be dutiful, 
stern, unbending, to keep her faith with the distant lover in the East, 
whether Nell was true or no; but she had been so humbled, so changed 
so shaken, by the events of the past few weeks, that she felt all her old 
spirit of guardianship ebbing away. “Must I give you up, Nell? and 
must he, too?—Mr. Van Antwerp?” 

“He has not answered my last letter, Kate. It is nearly a week 
since I have heard from him.” 

“What did you write, Nellie?” 

“‘ What I had done twice before,—that he ought to release me.” 

“‘ And—is Clancy’s the only confession you have heard to-day ?” 

“The only one.” A pause: then, “I know what you mean, 
Kate; but he.is not the man to—to offer his love to a girl he knows is 
pledged to another.” 

“But if you were free, Nellie? Tell me.” 

“T have no right to say, Kate; but’’—and two big tears were well- 
ing up into her brave eyes, as she clasped her hands and stretched them 
yearningly before her—“ shall I tell you what I think a girl would 
say if she were free and had won his love?” 

“What, Nellie?” 

“She would say, ‘Ay.’ No woman with a heart could leave a man 
who has borne so much and come through it all so bravely.” 

Poor Mrs. Rayner! Humbled and chastened as she was, what refuge 
had she but tears, and then—prayer? 


XIX. 


Within the week succeeding the departure of the Rayners and Miss 
Travers, Lieutenant Hayne’s brother-in-law and his remarkably at- 
tractive sister were with him in garrison and helping him fit up the 
new quarters which the colonel had rather insisted on his moving into 
and occupying, even though two unmarried subalterns had to move 
out and make way for him. This they seemed rather delighted to do. 
There was a prevailing sentiment at Warrener that nothing was too 
good for Hayne nowadays ; and he took all this adulation so quietly 
and modestly that. there was difficulty in telling just how it atfected 
him. Towards those who had known him well in the days of his early 
service he still maintained a dignity and reserve of manner that k 
them at some distance. To others, especially to the youngsters in the 
—th as well as to those in the Riflers, he unbent. entirely; and was 
frank, unaffected, and warm-hearted. He seemed to bask in the sun- 
shine of the respect and consideration accorded him on every side. 
Yet no one could say he seemed happy. Courteous, grave far beyond 
his years, silent and thoughtful, he impressed them all as a man who 
had suffered too much ever again to be light-hearted. Then it was 
more than believed he had fallen deeply in love with Nellie Travers; 
and that explained the rarity and sadness of his smile. To the women 
_ he was a centre of intense and romantic interest. Mrs. Waldron was 

an object of jealousy because of the priority of her claims to his re- 
gard. Mrs. Hurley—the sweet sister who so strongly resembled him 
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—was the recipient of universal attention from both sexes. Hayne 
and the Hurleys, indeed, would have been invited to several places an 
evening could they have accepted. And yet, with it all, Mr. Hayne 
seemed at times greatly preoccupied. He had a great deal to think of. . 

To begin with, the widow Clancy had been captured in one of the 
mining towns, where she had sought refuge, and Ihosaght back by the 
civil authorities, nearly three thousand dollars in greenbacks havi 
been found in her possession. She had fought like a fury and prov 
too much for the sheriff’s posse when first arrested, and not until three 
days after her incarceration was the entire amount brought to light. 
There was no question what ought to be done with it. ‘tai con- 
fession established the fact that almost the entire amount was stolen 
from Captain Hull nearly six years before, the night previous to his 
tragic death at Battle Butte. Mrs. Clancy at first had furiously de- 
clared it all a lie; but Waldron’s and Billings’s precaution in having 
Clancy’s entire story taken down by a notary public and sworn to 
before him eventually broke her eam: She made her miserable, 
whining admissions to the sheriff’s officers in town,—the colonel would 
not have her on the post even as a prisoner,—and there she was still 
held, awaiting further disclosures, while little Kate was lovingly cared 
for at Mrs. Waldron’s. Poor old Clancy was buried and on the way 
to be forgotten. 

What proved the hardest problem for the garrison to solve was the 
fact that, while Mr. Hayne kept several of his old associates at a dis- 
tance, he had openly offered his hand to Rayner. This was something 
the Riflers could not account for. The intensity of his feeling at the time 
of the court-martial none could forget: the vehemence of his denuncia- 
tion of the captain ‘was still fresh in the memory of those who heard it. 
Then there were all those years in which Rayner had continued to crowd 
him to the wall; and finally there was the almost we episode of 
Buxton’s midnight visitation, in which Rayner, willingly or not, had 
been in attendance. Was it not odd that in the face of all these con- 
siderations the first man to whom Mr. Hayne should have offered his 
hand was Captain Rayner? Odd indeed! But then only one or two 
were made acquainted with the full particulars of Cheney's con- 
fession, and none had heard Nellie Travers’s request. Touched as he 
was by the sight of Rayner’s haggard and trouble-worn face, relieved 
as he was by Clancy’s revelation of the web that had been woven to 
cover the tracks of the thieves and ensnare the feet of the pursuers, 
Hayne could not have found it possible to offer his hand ; but when 
he bent over the tiny glove and looked into her soft and brimming 
eyes at the moment of their parting he could not say no to the one 

ing she asked of him: it was that if Rayner came to say, “ Forgive 
me,” before they left, he would not repel him. 

There was one man in garrison whom Hayne cut entirely, and for 
whom no one felt the faintest sympathy; and that, of course, was 
Buxton. With Rayner gone, he hardly had an associate, though the 

it de corps of the —th prom the cavalry officers to be civil to 
him when he appeared at the billiard-room. As Mr. Hurley was fond 
of the game, an element of awkwardness was manifest the first time 
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the young officers ap with their engineer friend. Hayne had not 
set foot in such a place for five years, and quietly declined all invita- 
tions to take a cue again. It was remembered of him that he played 
the prettiest game of French caroms of all the officers at the station 
when he joined the Riflers as a boy. Hurley could only stay a very 
short time, and the subalterns were doing their best to make it lively 
for him. Some, indeed, showed strong inclination to devote themselves 
to Mrs. Hurley ; but she was too busy with her brother’s household 
affairs to detect their projects. Hurley had turned very red and 
glared at Buxton the first time the two met at the club-room, but the 
bulky captain speedily found cover under which to retire, and never 
again showed himself in general society until the engineer with the 
scientific attainments as a boxer as well as road-builder was safely out 
of the post. 

And yet there came a day very soon when Mr. Hayne wished that 
he could go to Buxton’s quarters. He had in no wise changed his 
opinion of the man himself, but the Rayners had not been gone a fort- 
night before Mrs. Buxton began to tell the ladies of the charming letters 
she was receiving from Mrs. Rayner,—all about their travels. There 
were many things he longed to know, yet could not ask. 

There came to him a long and sorrowful letter from the captai 
himself, but, beyond a few matters relating to the company and the 
transfer of its. property, it was all given up to a recapitulation of the 
troubles of the past few years and to renewed expressions of his deep 
regret. Of the ladies he made but casual mention. They were jour- 
neying down the Mississippi on one of its big steamers when he wrote, 
and Mrs. Rayner was able to enjoy the novelties of the trip, and was 
getting. better, but still required careful nursing. Miss Travers was 

evoted to her. They would go to New Orleans, then possibly by sea 
around to New York, arriving there about the 5th of June: that, how- 
ever, was undecided. He closed by asking Hayne to remind Major 
Waldron that his copy of Clancy’s confession had not yet reached him, 
and he was anxious to see it in full. 

“The one thing lacking to complete the chain is Gower,” said the 
major, as he looked -up over his spectacles. “It would be difficult to 
tell what became of him. We get tidings of most of the deserters who 
were as prominent’ among the men as he appears to have been; but I 
have made inquiry, and so has the colonel, and not a word has ever been 
heard of him since the night he appeared before Mrs. Clancy and handed 
over the money to her. He was a strange character, frum all accounts, 
and must have had some conscience, after all. Do you remember him 
at all, Hayne?” " 

“T remember him well. We made the march from the Big Horn 
over to Battle Butte her, and he was a soldier one could not help 
remarking. Of course I never had anything to say to him; but we 
heard he was an expert zambler when the troop was over there at 
Miners’ Delight.” 

“Of course his testimony isn’t necessary. Clancy and his wife be- 
tween them have cleared you, after burying you alive five years. But 
nothing but his story could explain his sin conduct,—planning the 
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whole robbery, executing it with all the skill of a professional jail-bird, 
deserting and covering several hundred miles with his plunder, then 
daring to go to the old fort, find Mrs. Clancy, and surrender every 
cent, the moment he heard of your trial. What a fiend that woman 
was! No wonder she drove Clancy to drink !” 

“ Will you send copies of her admission with Clancy’s affidavits ?” 
asked Hayne. 

“ Here they are in full,” answered the major. “The colonel talks 
of having them printed and strewn broadcast as warnings against ‘snap 
judgment’ and too confident testimony in future.” : 

Divested of the legal encumbrances with which such documents are 
usually weighted, Clancy’s story ran substantially as follows : 

“T was sergeant in K troop, and Gower was in F. We had been 
stationed together six months or so when ordered out on the Indian 
campaign that summer. I was dead-broke. All my money was gone, 
and my wife kept bothering me for more. I owed a lot of money 
around head-quarters, too, and Gower knew it, and sometimes asked 
me what I was going to do when we got back from the campaign. We 
were not good friends, him and I. There was money dealings between us, 
and then there was talk about Mrs. Clancy fancying him too much. The 
paymaster came up with a strong escort and paid off the boys late in 
October, just as the expedition was breaking up and going for home, 
and all the officers and men got four se pay. There was Lieu- 
tenant Crane and twenty men of F troop out on a scout, but the lieu- 
tenant had left his pay-rolls with Captain Hull, and the men had all 
signed before they started, and so the captain he drew it all for them 
and put each man’s money in an envelope marked with his name, and 
the lieutenant’s too, and then crowded it all into some bigger envelopes. 
I was there where I could see it all, and Gower was watching him close. 
‘It’sa big pile the captain’s got,’ says he. ‘I’d like to be a road-agent 
and nab him.’ When I told him it couldn’t be over eleven hun 
dollars, he says, ‘ That’s only part. He has his own pay, and six hun- 
_ dred dollars company fund, and a wad of greenbacks he’s been carryin’ 
around all summer. It’s nigh on to four thousand dollars he’s got in his 
saddle-bags this day.’ 

“And that night, instead of Lieutenant Crane’s coming back, he 
sent word he had found the trail of a big band of Indians, and the 
whole crowd went in pursuit. There was four companies of infantry, 
under Captain Rayner, and F and K troops,—what was left of them,— 
that were ordered to stay by the wagons and bring them safely down ; 
and we started with them over towards Battle Butte, keeping south of 
the way the regiment had gone to follow Mr. Crane. And the very 
next day Captain Rayner got orders to bring his battalion to the river 
and get on the boat, while the wagons kept on down the bank with us 
to guard them. And Mr. Hayne was acting quartermaster, and he 
stayed with us; and him and Captain Hull was together a good deal. 
There was some trouble, we heard, because Captain Rayner thought 
another officer should have been made quartermaster and Mr. Hayne 
should have stayed with his company, and they had some words; but 
Captain Hull gave Mr. Hayne a horse and seemed to keep him with 
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him ; and that night, in sight of Battle Butte, the steamboat was out of 
sight ahead when we went into camp, and I was sergeant of the guard 
and had my fire near the captain’s tent, and twice in the evening 
Gower came to me and said now was the time to lay hands on the 
money and skip. At last he says to me, ‘ You are flat-broke, and 
they’ll all be down on you when you get back to the post. No man in 
America wants five hundred dollars more than you do. I'll give you 
five hundred in one hour from now if you'll get the captain out of 
his tent for half an hour.’ Almost everybody was asleep then; the 
captain was, and so was Mr. Hayne, and he went on to me how he 
could do it. He’d been watching the captain. It made such a big 
bundle, did the money, in all the separate envelopes that he had done it 
all up different,—made a memorandum of the amount due each man, 
and packed the greenbacks all together in one solid pile,—his own 
money, the lieutenant’s, and the men’s,—done it up in paper and tied it 
firmly and put big blotches of green sealing-wax on it and sealed them 
with the seal on his watch-chain. Says Gower, ‘You get the captain 
out, as I tell you, and I’llslip right in, get the money, stuff some other 
paper with a few ones and twos in the package ; his seal, his watch, and 
everything is there in the saddle-bags under his head, and I can reseal 
and replace it in five minutes, and he’ll never suspect the loss until the 
command all gets together again next week. By that time I’ll be three 
hundred miles away. Everybody will say ’twas Gower that robbed 
him, and you with your five hundred will never be suspected.’ I asked 
him how could he expect the captain to go and leave so much money 
in his bags with no one to it ; and he said he’d bet on it if I did 
it right. The captain had had no luck tracking Indians that summer, 
and the regiment was laughing at him. He knew they were scatter- 
ing every which way now, and was eager to strike them. All I had to 
do was to creep in excited-like, wake him up sudden, and tell him I was 
sure I had heard an Indian drum and their scalp-dance song out beyond 
the pickets,—that they were over towards Battle Butte, and he could 
hear them if he would come out on the river-bank. ‘He’d go quick,’ - 
says Gower, ‘and think of nothing.’ 

“ And—I wouldn’t believe it, But he did. He sprang up and went 
right out with me, just flinging his overcoat round him ; fe he never 
seemed to want to come in. The wind was blowing soft-like from the 
southeast, and he’stood there straining his ears trying to hear the sounds 
I told him of; but at last he gave it up, and we went back to camp, and 
he took his lantern and looked in his saddle-bags, and I shook for fear ;- 
but he seemed to find everything all right, and in the next ten minutes 
he was asleep, and Gower came and whispered to me, and I went with 
him, and he gave me five hundred dollars, in twenties. ‘Now you're . 
bound,’ says he; ‘keep the sentries off while I get my horse,’ And 
that’s the last I ever saw of him. Then a strangé thing happened. 
Twas hardly daylight when a courier came galloping up, and ij called 
the captain, and he read the despatch, and says he, ‘ By heaven, Clancy, 
you were right after all. There are Indians over there. Why didn’t I 
trust your ears? Call up the whole command. The Riflers have treed 
them at Battle Butte, and Captain Rayner has gone with his battalion. 
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then push over with all the horsemen we can take.’ It was after day- 
light when we got started, but we almost ran the wagons ’cross country 
to the boat, on there Captain Hull took F troop and what there was 
of his own, leaving only ten men back with the wagons; and not till 
then was Gower missed; but all were in such a hurry to get to the 
Indians that no one paid attention. Mr. Hayne he begged the captain 
to let him go too: so the train was left with the wagon-master and the 
captain of the boat, and away we went. You know all about the fight, 
and how ’twas Mr. Hayne the captain called to and gave his watch and 
the two packages of money when he was ordered to charge. I was right 
by his side ; and I swore—God forgive me !—that through the crack 
and tear in the paper I could see the layers of greenbacks, when I knew 
’twas only some ones and twos Gower had slipped in to make it look 
right; and Captain Rayner stood there and saw the packet, too, and 
Sergeant Walshe and Bugler White; but them two were killed with 
him: so that ’twas only Captain Rayner and I was left as witnesses, 
and never till we got to Laramie after the campaign did the trouble 
come. I never dreamed of anything ever coming of it but that every 
one would say Gower stole the money and deserted; but when the 
captain turned the packages over to Mr. Hayne, and then got killed, 
and Mr. Hayne carried the packages, with the watch, seal, saddle-bags, 
and all, in to Cheyenne, and never opened them till he got there,—two 
weeks after, when we were all scattered,—then they turned on him, his 
own officers did, and said he stole it and gambled or sent it away in 
Cheyenne. ‘ 

“T had lost much of my money then, and Mrs. Clancy got the 
rest, and it made me crazy to think of that poor young gentleman 
accused of it all; but I was in for it, and knew it meant prison for 
years for me, and perhaps they couldn’t prove it on him. I got to 
drinking then, and told Captain Rayner that the —th was down on me 
for swearing away the young officer’s character ; and then he took me to 
Company B when the colonel wouldn’t have me any more in the —th; 
and one night when Mrs. Clancy had been raising my hair and I wanted 
money to drink and she’d give me none, little Kate told me her mother 
had lots of money in a box, and that Sergeant Gower had come and 
given it to her while they were getting settled in the new post after the 
Battle Butte campaign, and he had made her promise to give it to me 
the moment I get back,—that somebody was in trouble, and that I must 
save him; and I believed Kate, and charged Mrs, Clancy with it, and 
she beat me and Kate, and swore it was all a lie; and I never could 
get the money. And at last came the fire; and it was the lieutenant 
that saved my life and Kate’s, and brought back to her all that pile of 
money through the flames. It broke my heart then, and I vowed I’d go 
and tell him the truth; but they wouldn’t let me. She told me the 
captain said he would kill me if I blabbed, and she would kill Kate. 
I didn’t dare, until they told me my discharge had come; and then I 
was glad when the lieutenant and the major caught me in town. When 
they promised to take care of little Kate I didn’t care what happened 
to me. The money Mrs. Clancy has—except perhaps two hundred 





We are to escort the wagons to where the boat lies beyond the bend, and 
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dollars—all belongs to Lieutenant Hayne, since he paid off every cent 
that was stolen from Captain Hull.” 
‘Supplemented by Mrs. Clancy’s rueful and incoherent admissions, 
Clancy’s story did its work. Mrs. Clancy could not long persist in her 
various denials after her husband’s confession was brought to her ears, 
and she was totally unable to account satisfactorily for the possession 
of so much money. Little Kate had been too young to grasp the full 
meaning of what Gower said to her mother in that hurried interview ; 
but her reiterated statements that he came late at night, before the regi- 
ment got home, and knocked at the door until he waked them up, and 
her mother cried when he came in, he looked so different, and had 
spectacles, and a ya on his cheek, and ranch clothes, and he only 
stayed a little while, and told her mother he must go back to the moun- 
tains, the police were on his track,—she knew now he spoke of havi 
deserted,—and he gave her mother lots of money, for she opened an 
counted it afterwards and told her it must all go to papa to get some 
one out of trouble,—all were so clear and circumstantial that at last 
the hardened woman began to break down and make reluctant ad- 
missions. When an astute sheriff’s officer finally told her that he knew 
where he could lay hands on Sergeant Gower, she surrendered utterly. 
So long as he was out of the way,—could not be found,—she held out ; 
but the prospect of dragging into prison with her the man who had 
spurned ine in years gone by and was proof —_— her fascinations 
was too alluring. She told all she could at his expense. He had 
ridden eastward after his desertion, and, making his way down the Mis- 
souri, had stopped at Yankton and gone thence to Kansas City, spend- 
ing much of his money. He had reached Denver with the rest, and 
there—she knew not how—had made or received more, when he heard 
of the fact that Captain Hull had turned over his property to Lieu- 
tenant Hayne just before he was killed, and that the lieutenant was now 
to be tried for failing to account for it. He brought her enough to 
cover all he had taken, but—here she lied—strove to persuade her to 
to San Francisco with him. She promised to think of it if he would 
leave the money,—which he did, swearing he would come for her and 
it. That was why she dared not tell Mike when he got home. He 
was so jealous of her. 

To this part of her statement Mrs. Clancy stoutly adhered; but 
the officers believed Kate. 

One other thing she told. Kate had declared he wore a heavy 
patch on his right cheek and temple. Yes, Mrs. Clancy remembered 
it. Some scoundrels had sought to rob him in Denver. He had to 
fight for life and money both, and his share of the honors of the fray 
was a deep and clean cut extending across the cheek-bone and up above 
the right ear. 

As these family revelations were told throughout the garrison and 
comment of every kind was made thereon, there is reason for the be- 
lief that Mrs. Buxton found no difficulty in filling her letters with 
particulars of deep interest to her readers, who by this time had carried 
out the programme indicated by Captain Rayner. Mid-June had come; 
the ladies, apparently benefited by the sea-voyage, had landed in New 
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York and were speedily driven to their old quarters at the Westminster ; 
and while the captain went to head-quarters of the department to re- 
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rt his arrival on leave and get his letters, a card was sent up to Miss 
vers which she read with cheeks that slightly paled : 
“ He is here, Kate.” 
“ Nellie, you—you won’t throw him over, after all he has done and 
borne for you?” ' 
“I shall keep my promise,” was the answer. 


XX. 


“ And so she’s really going to marry Mr. Van Antwerp,” said 
Mrs. Buxton to Mrs. Waldron a few days later in the month of sun- 
shine and roses. ~ 

“T did not think it possible when she left,” was the reply. “ Why 
do you say so now?” 

“Oh, Mrs. Rayner writes that the captain had to go to Washing- 
ton on some important family matters, and that she and Nellie were at 
the sea-shore again, and Mr. Van Antwerp was with them from morn- 
ing till night. He looked so worn and haggard, she said, that Nellie 
could not but take pity on him. Heavens! think of having five 
hundred thousand dollars sighing its life away for you !—especially 
when he’s handsome. Mrs. Rayner made me promise to send it right 
back, because he would never give her one before, but she sent his 
picture. It’s splendid. Wait, and I’ll show you.” And Mrs. Bux- 
ton on ae the house. " R 

hen she reappeared, three or four young cavalrymen were at the 

gate, chatting with Mrs. Waldron, and the vatiaines uae passed from 
hand to hand, exciting varied comment. It was a simple carte de visite, 
of the style once spoken of as vignette,—only the head and shoulders, 
being visible,—but it was the picture of a strong, clear-cut face, with 
thick, wavy black hair just tingeing with gray, a drooping moustache, 
and long English whiskers. The eyes were heavy-browed, and, though 
ially shaded by the gold-rimmed pince-nez, were piercing and fine. 

r. Van Antwerp was unquestionably a fine-looking man. 

“Here comes Hayne,” said Royce. “Show it to him. He likes 
pictures ; though I wouldn’t like this one if I were in his place.” 

Mr. Hayne stopped in some surprise when hailed, greeted Mrs. 
Waldron warmly, and bowed courteously to Mrs. Buxton, who was 
watching him narrowly. 

“Want to see a picture of the man you ought to go and perforate ?” 
asked Webster, with that lofty indifference which youn have to 
the ravages of the tender passion on subjects other than themselves. 

“To whom do you refer?” asked Hayne, smiling gravely, and 
little imagining what was in store for him. 

“This,” said Webster, holding out the card. Hayne took it, gave 
one glance, started, seized it with both hands, studied it eagerly, whiles 
his own face rapidly paled, then looked up with quick, searching eyes. 
“Who is this?” he asked. 

“The man who’s engaged to Miss Travers,—Mr. Van Antwerp.” 
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“This—this—Mr. Van Antwerp!” exclaimed Hayne, his face 
white as a sheet. “Here, take it, Royce!” And in an instant he 
had turned and gone. ‘ : 

“Well, I’ll be hanged if I knew he was that hard hit,” drawled 
Webster. “ Did you, Royce?” 

But Royce did not answer. 


A gorgeous moonlight is bathing the Jersey coast in sparkling 
silver. The tumbling billows come thundering in to the shining 
strand, and sending their hissing, seething, whirling waters, all shim- 
mer and radiance, to the very feet of the groups of spectators. There 
are hundreds of people scattered here and there along the shingle, and 
among the groups a pale-faced young man in tweed. travelling-suit has 
made his way to a point where he can command a view of all the 
passers-by. It is nearly eleven o’clock before the i to break up 
and seek the broad corridors of the brilliantly-lighted hotel. A great 
military band of nearly forty pieces is playing superbly at intervals, 
and every now and then, as some stirring martial strains come thrilling 
through the air, a young girl in a group near at hand beats time with 
her pretty foot and seems to quiver with the influence of the soldier 
melodies. A tall, dark-eyed, dark-haired man bends devotedly over 
her, but he, too, seems to rise to his full height at times, and there is 
something in the carriage and mien that tells that soldier songs have 
thrilled his veins ere now. And this man the young traveller in gray 
watches as though his eyes were fascinated. Standing in the’shade of 
a little summer-house, he never ceases his scrutiny of the group. 

At last the musicians go, and the people follow. The sands are 
soon deserted ; the great piazzas are emptied of their promenaders ; the 
halls and corridors are still patronized by the few belated chaperons 
and their giddy charges. The music-loving girl has gone aloft to her 
room, and her aunt, the third member of the group that so chained the 
attention of the young man in gray, lingers for a moment to exchange 
a few words with their cavalier. He seems in need of consolation. 

“Don’t be so down-hearted, Mr. Van Antwerp. It is very early in 
the summer, and you have the whole season before you.” 

“No, Mrs. Rayner: it is very different from last year. I cannot 
explain it, but I know there has been a change. I feel as—as I used 
to in my old, wild days when a change of luck was coming. It’s like 
the gambler’s superstition ; but I cannot shake it off. Something told 
me she was lost to me when you boarded that Pacific Express last Feb- 
ruary. I was a fool ever to have let her go.” 

“Ts she still so determined ?” 

“T cannot shake her resolution. She says that at the end of the 
year’s time originally agreed upon she will keep her promise; but she 
will listen to no earlier marriage. I have about given up all hope. 
Something again—that fearful something I cannot shake off—tells me 
that my only chance lay in getting her to go with me this month. Once 
abroad with her, I could make her happy ; but——” 

He breaks off irresolutely, looking about him in the strange, hunted 
manner she has noted once or twice sired 

Vout. XXXIX.—54 
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“You are all unstrung, Mr. Van Antwerp. Why not go to bed 
and try and sleep? You will be so much brighter to-morrow.” 

“T cannot sleep. But don’t let me keep you. I’ll go out and smoke 
a cigar. Good-night, Mrs. Rayner. Whatever comes of it all, I shall 
not forget your kindness.” 

So ” turns away, and she still stands at the foot of the staircase, 
watching him uneasily. He-has aged greatly in the past few months. 
She is shocked to see how gray, how fitful, nervous, irritable, he has 
become. As he moves towards the door-way, she notes how thin his 
cheek has grown, and wonders at the irresolution in his movements 
when he reaches the broad piazza. He stands there an instant, the 
massive door-way forming a frame for a picture en silhouette, his tall 
spare figure thrown black upon the silver sea beyond. He looks up and 
down the now-deserted galleries, fumbles in his pockets for his cigar-case, 
bites off with nervous clip the end of a huge “ Regalia,” strikes a light, 
and before the flame is half applied to his weed throws it away, then 
turns sharply and strides out of sight towards the office. 

Another instant, and, as though in pursuit, a second figure, erect, 
soldierly, with quick and bounding step strides across the glittering 
moon-streak, and Mrs. Rayner’s heart stands still. 

Only for an instant, though. She has seen and recognized Lawrence 
Hayne. Concealed from them he is following Mr. Van Antwerp, and 
there can be but one purpose in his coming here,—Nellie. But what 
can he want with her—her rightful lover? She springs from the lower 


step on which she has been standing, runs across the tessellated floor, 
“ad stops short in the door-way, gazing after the two figures. She is 
startled to find them close at hand,—one, Van Antwerp, close to the 
railing, facing towards her, his features ghastly in the mene, his 


left hand resting, and supporting him, on one of the tall wooden pil- 
lars ; the other, Hayne, with white clinching fists, advancing upon 
him. Above the low boom and roar of the surf she distinctly hears the 
clear tenor ring of his voice in the tone of command she last heard 
under the shadow of the Rockies, two thousand miles away : 

“ Halt !” 

No wonder a gentleman in civil life looks amazed at so peremptory 
a summons from a total stranger. In his high indignation will he not 
strike the impertinent subaltern to earth? As a well-bred woman, it 
occurs to her that she ought to rush out and avert hostilities by in- 
troducing them, or something ; but she has no-time to act. The next 
words simply take her breath away : 

“Sergeant Gower, I arrest you as a deserter and thief! ‘You de- 
serted from F troop, —th Cavalry, at Battle Butte !” 

She sees the fearful gleam on the dark man’s face ; there is a sudden 
spring, a clinch, a straining to and fro of two forms,—one tall, black, 
snaky, the other light, lithe, agile, and trained ; muttered curse, panting 
breath, and then, sure as fate, the taller man is being borne backward 
against the rail. She sees the dark arm suddenly relax its grasp of thé 
gray form and disappear an instant. Then, there it comes again, and 
with it a gleam of steel. With one shriek of warning and terror she 
springs towards them,—just -in time. Hayne glances up, catches the 
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lifted wrist, hurls his whole weight upon the tottering figure, and over 
goes the Knickerbocker prone upon the floor. Hayne turns one in- 
stant : “ Go in-doors, Mrs, Rayner. This is no place for you. Leave 
him to me.” ' 

And in that instant, before either can prevent, Steven Van Antwerp, 
alias Gower, springs to his feet, leaps over the balcony rail, and disap- 
pears in the depths below. It is a descent of not more than ten feet to 
the sands beyond the dark passage that underlies the piazza, but he has 
gone down into the passage itself. When Mr. Hayne, running down 
the steps, gains his way to the space beneath the piazza, no trace of the 
fugitive can he find. 

* * * o... * * , * * 

Nor does Mr. Van Antwerp appear at breakfast on the Choving 
morning, nor again to any person known to this story. An officer o 
the —th Cavalry, spending a portion of the following winter in Paris, 
writes that he met him face to face one day in the galleries of the Louvre. 
Being in civilian costume, of course, and much changed in appearance 
since he was a youth in the straps of a second lieutenant, it was possible 
for him to take a good long look at the man he had not seen since he 
wore the chevrons of a dashing sergeant in the Battle Butte campaign. 
“ He has grown almost white,” wrote the lieutenant, “and I’m told he 
has abandoned his business in New York and never will return to the 
ego sae A telegram from his wif 

er, too, has grown , te rom his wife sum- 
nie to the pete from W hington the day after this strange 
- adventure of hers. He found her somewhat prostrate, his sister-in- 
law very pale and quiet, and the clerks of the hotel unable to account 
for the disa nce of Mr. Van Antwerp. Lieutenant Hayne, the 
said, had told them he received news which compelled him to go bac 
to New York at once; but the gentleman’s traps were all in his room. 
Mr. Hayne, too, had gone to New York; and thither the captain 
followed. A letter came to him at the Westminster which he read and 
handed in silence to Hayne. It was as follows: 

“By the time this reaches you I shall be beyond reach of the law 
and on my way to Europe to spend what may be left of my days. I 
hope they may be few; for the punishment that has fallen upon me is 
more than I can bear, though no more than I deserve. You have heard 
that my college days were wild, and that after repeated warnings my 
father drove me from home, sending me to Wyoming to embark in the 
cattle-business. I preferred gambling, and lost what he gave me. There 
was nothing then left but to enlist; and I joined the —th. Mother 
still believed me in or near Denver, and wrote regularly there. The 
life was horrible to me after the luxury and lack of restraint I had 
enjoyed, and I meant to desert. Chance threw in my way that tempta- 
tion. I robbed poor Hull the night before he was Killed, repacked the 
paper so that even the torn edges would show the greenbacks, resealed 
it,—all just as I have had to hear through her pure and sacred lips it 
was finally told and her lover saved. 

“God knows I was shocked when I heard in Denver he was to be 
tried for the crime. I hastened to Cheyenne, not daring to show my- 
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self to him or any one, and restored every cent of the money, placing 
it in Mrs, Clancy’s hands, as I dared not stay; but I had hoped to 
give it to Clancy, who had not arrived. The police knew me, and I 
had to go. I gave every cent I had, and back to Denver, then 
t word to mother of my fearful danger ; and, though she never knew 
was a deserter, she sent me money, and I came East and went 
abroad. Then my whole life changed. I was appalled to think how 
low I had fallen. I shunned companionship, studied, did well at 
Heidelberg ; father forgave me, and died; but God has not forgiven, 
and at the moment when I thought my life redeemed this retribution 
overtakes me. 
“Tf I may ask anything, it is that mother may never know the 
truth. I will tell her that Nellie could not love me, and I could not 
bear to stay.” 


Some few weeks later that summer Miss Travers stood by the same 
balcony rail, with an open letter in her hand. There was a soft flush 
on her pretty, peachy cheek, and a far-away look in her sweet blue 
eyes. 
‘“‘ What news from Warrener, Nellie?” asked Mrs. Rayner. 

“ Fluffy has reappeared.” 

“Indeed! Where?” 

“ At Mr. Hayne’s. He writes that as he returned, the moment he 
entered the hall she came running up to him, arching her back and 


purring her delight and welcoming him just as though she belonged 
there now ; and——” P ’ 
“ And what, Nellie?” 
‘He says he means to keep her until I come to claim her.” 
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“That ill-used body of men who transcribe knowledge at the rate of a penny 
a line.”—THACKERAY: The Irish Sketch- Book, 


N Mr. Julius Chambers’s novel “On a Margin” there is an amusing 
conversation between a hatter and a newspaper-man. It begins 
with an attempt on the hatter’s part to “interview” the newspaper-man 
upon the mysteries of his craft, its methods, advantages, and disadvan- 
tages, and its emoluments. It ends with the newspaper-man’s turning 
an overwhelming tide of talk upon the subject of hats. 

Every newspaper-man has had his hatter vis-a-vis, and a deadly bore 
he is. This article is for the benefit of: the hatters. 

All newspaper-men—the expression journalist is taboo in the trade 
—are divided by one of the most successful of the six morning daily 

. publishers of Philadelphia into two parts,—“ dam editors and drunken 
reporters.” | 

I remember some three years and a half back sitting in the Round- 
about Club (a pleasant coterie which used to meet in an English chop- 
house on Thirtieth Street, New York, and which has since followed its 
predecessors of the Mermaid Tavern and the Kit-Cat Club upon the 
way of all pleasant coteries) and asking the experienced literatus who 
sat opposite me, “ My dear boy, what are they like?—cabmen?” His 
answer was such that about a week later I stood for the first time one 
of “they” before the desk of the city editor of the New York Star, at 
that time the nursery of young and the hospital of old reporters. His 
manner was so disagreeably different from that of the pleasant gentle- 
man with whom I had taken service immediately after my conversation 
in the Roundabout Club that I made quite certain of his having heard 
something against me in the interim. I was mistaken. I had merely 
struck journalism in one of its great crises. 

“Mr. ——,” said the disagreeably different being, with an awful 
frown, “report immediately to Mr. Cohen, at police head-quarters. 
There is a big fire in East Fourth Street.” 

“Ah,” I said, “ Mr. Cohen, I presume, is a police official ?” 

The copy-readers about the city room averted their heads from the 
sight of the catastrophe which they felt sure would follow this fearful 
display of ignorance. 

“No, sir,” snapped the city editor: “Mr. Cohen is our police 
reporter.” 
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I hurled myself up the steps of the elevated railroad, and in three 
minutes was off. 

In that queer foreign quarter of the ast side, where through square 
on square and street on street you may go and hear no English tongue, 
I suppose the memory of that awful night on which I was thus pitch- 
forked into journalism lingers yet. I am sure it does with me. Sixteen 
little flaxen-haired Bohemian girls were carried dead out of the choked 
stairway in the school of the Redemptorist Fathers, and the wailing of 
the women in that grimy, dreary east-side police-station I can hear yet. 
Equally plain is the memory of the quips and jokes of the five men 
detailed by the Star to report the calamity, as they gathered in the 
musty, damp old newspaper-building opposite police head-quarters to 
compare notes and receive their allotment of writing from Cohen. They 
were not heartless or brutal men. I suppose that if a purse had been 
made up among the witnesses of the fire for the dead children’s burial 
their contribution would have been ridiculously disproportionate to 
their means. They were simply glad, nervously glad, over the com- 
pletion of a difficult and essentially straining piece of work. 

T had three-quarters of a column in the paper next morning un- 
touched by the copy-reader. I may say, for the benefit of young men 
who are sick of the law, as I was, or of the counter, or of any one of 
the divers callings to the drudges in which newspaper life looks alluring, 
that they will not get their first three-quarters of a column into the 
paper intact unless they have had, as I had, considerable previous ex- 
perience in narrative writing and a kindly coach like Cohen. 

Just now I spoke of a straining piece of work. There was a merry 
jest going the rounds of the newspapers at the time of President Cleve- 
land’s droll elopement to Deer Park, to the effect that one of the re- 
porters who followed him there fainted upon his arrival, of hunger. 
This was half true. One of the reporters did faint, but it was not of 
hunger, but of nervous exhaustion ; and so I may fairly single out that 
expedition as an example of a straining piece of work. Its difficulties 
were imposed by the Buffalonian mauvaise honte of Mr. Cleveland. He 
acted like an elderly countryman who has concealed his engagement, 
as he did, gone through a secret marriage, and then fled with his young 
bride in order to avoid the “shivaree” which in the place of Mr. Cleve- 
land’s nativity and breeding, or absence thereof, doubtless signalizes 
such unions. On this account I was detailed to go from here to Balti- 
more on the morning of the wedding and look into a story that the 
honeymoon was to begin there. These orders were issued on the mid- 
night before they took effect. I had, of course, put in my regular day | 
since one o’clock in the afternoon. Tt would have been good sense to 





SOME EXPERIENCES OF A REPORTER. 831 


go straight home to bed to prepare for an early start, but it would 
not have been “good journalism.” Good journalism’s hygienic prin- 
ciple consists in breaking yourself down and then mending yourself 
up. I got home about my usual time, say three o’clock in the morn- 
ing, started out at eight, hunted Baltimore all day, and, in answer to a 
despatch from the Washington. bureau-chief of my paper, reported at 
the capital at six in the evening. There I got orders to follow the 
bridal party after the wedding. It was supposed that they were going 
to Deer Park, and about as much as known that they were going some- 
where by the Baltimore and Ohio Railway. If they took that line, 
there were at least three junctions between the capital and the Park 
whence they might slip off to parts unknown. I went to dinner. For 
the first time in my life, I was too badly “ rattled” to eat. Two hun- 
dred and fifty miles of track, three junctions, a cloud of lying railway 
witnesses at every junction, all in a strange country, at night, with a 
presumably bad telegraphic service,—there was every prospect of my 
fat friend’s escaping me; and if he did, I should be a young man with 
a brilliant future behind aie. 

From seven o’clock till nine that night I paced around the Balti- 
more and Ohio station, having in the first place posted myself on the 
trains and endeavored vainly to extract any information about the Presi- 
dent’s arrangements. At the latter hour a cab rolled up, and one of our 
men—who had come down on the bride-elect’s train the night before— 
jumped out. He had seen the elopement proceeding out of a back gate. 
One of the Washington bureau-men was on its trail in a fast hansom. 
We picketed the station front and back, and waited. Half an hour 
passed, and the bureau-man came up with his foaming horse at a gallop. 
That man stuttered naturally. He stuttered so much that night that I 
was in his hansom and had been galloped a mile and a half into the 
filthy stock-yard suburb which the President had chosen for his wife’s 
place of embarkation before I made out that it was his idea to have me 
make the Chief Magistrate’s special. To my relief, it had gone. I had 
no stomach for the work, even if I had succeeded in getting a place on 
the train, which was unlikely. An hour and a half later the Pacific 
express was shooting West with seven reporters—all but myself New 
York and Washington men—on board. Of the anxieties of the night 
there is no room to speak here. Suffice it to say that when we rushed 
past the side-tracked special at Deer Park in the drizzling dawn of the 
next morning, the New York men, being little short of crazy with de- 
light at the signal defeat of the President’s manceuvres, crowded on the 
front platform and waked the drowsing porters and the small army of 
detectives with three rousing cheers of derision. When we came back 
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to the Park from Oakland, six miles west, the man I speak of fainted. 
For me the stretch had been one of forty-eight hours, with an intermis- 
sion of five hours’ sleep, and for the others it had doubtless been more 
severe, 

At the Grant funeral, the last inauguration, and on many occasions 
of minor importance, I have had much longer stretches, but never one 
so trying. During our stay at the Park we gave the President a very 
wide berth, except once when he sent for two of us for the publication of 
congratulations, and another time when he invaded our quarters at the 
railway-station. The information which we wanted was easily obtain- 
able through the Baltimore and Ohio officials. 

I am quite aware that our party of seven was subjected to very sav- 
age comment at the time. I am also aware that this comment came 
almost entirely from journals whose res angusta prevented them from 
engaging special correspondents, I remember that the most acidulous 
paragraph I saw in print was on the editorial page of a Philadelphia 
afternoon paper whose news-columns contained Deer Park despatches 
obtained at second hand from Baltimore and Pittsburg. I speak of 
this merely to point the moral that the reporter, while he is constantly 
. assailed, and has more often than any other man the means to defend 
himself in his generally intimate knowledge of the points of his adver- 
sary’s armor, has very rarely a timely chance to retaliate. Here is a 
very strong case in point. A few years ago a great public institu- 
tion gave a great dinner to a great Englishman. As is customary in 
such cases, the reporters came before the feast to get the names of the 
guests and the other routine details of the occurrence. As is also cus- 
tomary, they deputed one of their number to obtain the information from 
the chief functionary of the institution, in order to save the functionary 
the trouble of repetition. The reporter thus deputed was a gentleman 
by birth and breeding and in association. He was armed with a due 
card of invitation to the dinner, which had been sent to his paper for the 
purpose of having the dinner reported and the institution, which,.though 
very old, is quite poor, duly advertised. In addjtion, he had a note of 
introduction from his editor-in-chief. The functionary tore up the 
note, and said, curtly, “I have nothing for you, sir.” 

Now, the reason of this gentleman’s bad manners was known to all 
the newspaper world. A week before this occurrence he had been on 
his physical knees in the city room of a prominent newspaper, pro- 
curing the suppression of a scandal which if published would have 
hurt his reputation a long way past surgery. The remembrance of the 
humiliation was the cause of the insult which the reporter swallowed. 
Yet he knew the facts I speak of, and in half an hour’s work for 
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more than one New York paper could have included his adversary in 
the category of very dead ducks. But he did not do it. There isa 
very good lettre de cachet system working in newspaperdom. He got 
his information elsewhere, and his account next morning of the dinner 
gave due prominence and credit to the master of the feast. It will not 
do, of course, for any great journal to avenge the personal -affronts 
received by its subordinates in the pursuit of information in which the 
public is directly interested. 

This is one of the things that a reporter has to pocket, biding mean- 
while his time. There is another thing that a large portion of the pub- 
lic expects him ‘to pocket,—that is to say, “tips.” I have had some 
droll experiences in that way. One of them was when an imitation 
English country gentleman, at whose house the hunt of which he was 
president had breakfasted, having shown me over his kennels and 
stables, was driving me to the station in his T-cart. We had just 
reached his lodge-gate, when he produced a roll of bills, picked a five- 
dollar note, I think it was, from them, and said something about my 
' trouble. I did not get angry. I should have been a fool todoso. I 
simply said what was best: “Pardon me, Mr. ——; we don’t do that 
any more.- There was a time when it was done, but we’ve done away 
with it.” 

“That’s a deuced unique lodge of mine, don’t you think?” he 
replied. And so the matter dropped. 

At another time I met a man in a restaurant who had been elected 
to an important municipal office. I had written “sketches” of him and 
other candidates during the campaign, and had attended to the publica- 
tion of his among a number of portraits. When I congratulated him 
on his election, he went into his pocket and produced a porte-monnaie, 
from which he took a good-sized gold piece. I laughed, clapped him 
on the back, told him to put up his money, and offered to drink with 
him, which offer he accepted. He was a coarse-grained politician, and 
any other treatment would have been thrown away on him. The fun- 
niest case I ever had, though, was once when I went up to a rather 
squalid bandbox row in Kensington to get some facts for the obituary 
notice of a man who had served with the dragoons in Mexico and also 
with the squad of marines who, under command of Colonel Robert E. 
Lee, battered down the door of John Brown’s engine-house. The 
family was Irish, and evidently quite poor. After I had got enough 
facts ahout Sergeant What’s-his-name’s service to be enabled to fill in 
his history at the Mercantile Library, I started to go, and was consider- 
ably surprised by having the dead man’s eldest daughter follow me with 
an air of mysterious embarrassment to the door. The mystery was ex- 
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plained when she proffered me two twenty-five-cent pieces, and the em- 
barrassment when she apologized for the smallness of the douceur. I had 
the most extraordinary difficulty in getting her to take her money back, 
and I am convinced that to-day she believes that the reason why I did 
not take it was because it was not large enough. On another occasion 
I happened in upon the rector of an historically interesting but exceed- 
ingly tumble-down and poverty-stricken church at his lunch-time. His 
invitation to his table was so hearty and frank that I broke a very good 
rule and accepted it. I thanked his little wife for her hospitality when 
the meal was over, and the little man beamingly said that he knew that 
newspaper-men had a hard time and that he was glad to be kind to me. 
I owe that man a grudge, and if I ever catch him in town I will show 
him that a newspaper-man has more things to be thankful for than a 
cold lunch with a country parson. He shali sup in such company that 
he shall not, like Tom Tusher, be able, “smug and smooth-shaven, to 
sing out ‘Amen! at early chapel next morning.” 

I have let skeletons enough out of the newspaper-closet. I will close 
the door and turn the key. I know that most newspaper reminiscences, 
especially when they take the form of avowed fiction, tell a very differ- 
ent story from this. The reporter in them is half Monsieur Lecoq 
and half Victor Hugo. I have merely wished to set down some of the 
disagreeables that a man of gentle nurture who adopts the profession of 
journalism is exposed to. I have taken a motto which is now forty 
years out of date and accepted a classification which is a drolly scurrilous 
slander. I have said nothing of the other side,—of the freedom of the 
life, of the rare and choice acquaintances made with all sorts and con- 
ditions of men, from bishops to burglars. I have not spoken of the 
pay, nor sought to correct the general misconception that it is poor. The 
reporter has such a very intimate acquaintance with the making of pub- 
lic opinion that he holds it when made perhaps cheaper than any other 
man. I have in conclusion a single bit of advice to give to the public 
at large, which I always proffer in cases of individual contact. If you 
have any information which a reporter wants, surrender it instantly. 
He will have it anyway. If he does not get it from you, he will get it 
elsewhere, and the first man to whom he will go for it will be your 
deadliest enemy. 

Does this seem an idle boast ? 

“ Doctor,” said General Grant, when he finished his memorandum 
of last instructions and gave them to his physician, “keep this to your- 
self. If a single other person sees it, the newspapers will get it.” 

A. E. Watrous, 
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THE FABLE OF THE POET AND THE TARPIN-HAULER. 


A POET, walking by the sea-shore, wrapped in Dreams, came upon 

a Tarpin-hauler who was standing in a ditch and Swabbing out 
his Boat. Whither goest thou, my Man, said the Poet, and the Why, 
and the Wherefore? And when the Man told him that he sought for 
Terrapin, Why, replied the Poet, do you seek for low and creeping 
Things? and he would have passed on in Scorn. 

And you, said the Tarpin-hauler, what do you seek yourself? I 
seek, the other replied, for Beauty and Truth. Ah, then spoke the 
Tarpin-hauler, the desire for the things you name is but temporary and 
evanescent, but the Appetite for Terrapin shall endure forever. But 
the Poet paid no heed to this, and walked on by the side of the many- 
sounding Sea, mother of poets, while the Tarpin-hauler sculled for the 
creeks in the Fens, abode of Terrapin. 

Now in the first years, it happened that the Poet dreamed much and 
vividly of Beauty and Truth, but there was no man found who was 
willing to pay one Dollar and twenty-five Cents for the privilege of 
sharing his Dreams. For some would say, Go to, we have had these 
dreams before. And others, who had never in their lives had of such 
dreams themselves, were vexed with the Poet, and did Abuse. him 
roundly, and swear that he was a Fool. And there were others again, 
and these were the most in number, Who went about and said one unto 
another, Marry, why shall we buy for one Dollar this Man’s Beauty 
and Truth, when for four or five times as much we may purchase a real 
and practicable Terrapin, good to eat? And finally, there came a day 
when the Poet himself sought for Terrapin, and as he grew older, his 
dreams did cease, and the melodies that he brought with him to the 
world rang fainter in his ears. And the Tarpin-hauler, as he saw 
the Poet go by him, out at the elbow, laughed softly in ‘his sleeve. 
And the Poet, one morning, died of an indigestion, caused by a pro- 
longed absence in his stomach of anything to digest, and his brain 
ceased working, and his Dreams were Stopped. And the Tarpin- 
hauler read of this in the Morning-paper at his breakfast-table ; and 
with One of the many Myriads of Terrapin that he had by that time 
accumulated, he easily bought all the Works of the deceased Poet, 


bound in Blue and Gold, and packed in a neat Box. 
; J. S. of Dale. 
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ae of the public sports and pastimes of the American 

people is that in a large majority of instances they are governed 
by rules and regulations emanating from some National or other Asso- 
ciation controlling the individual sport or game. This is especially the 
case in regard to the game of base-ball, the rules of which have ema- 
nated from various Association Committees since the game became an 
established sport under the auspices of the National Association of 1857. 
The first professional code of rules was the work of the committee 
of the National Professional Association of 1871, which organiza- 
tion was superseded by the National League in 1876. In 1882 the 
American Association came into existence, and their committee adopted 
a special code of playing rules of their own, which differed in some 
respects from that of the National League. In 1886 there were no less 
than four special professional codes of playing rules in existence, differ- 
ing in several respects from one another ; besides which there were the 
Intercollegiate Association playing rules governing the amateurs. Of 
course, under such a condition of things as this, uniformity of play in 
the game among the fraternity at large was out of the question; and 
as experience had plainly pointed out the necessity for reform, the close 
of the season of 1886 saw a committee of conference appointed by the 
National League and the American Association—the two leading pro- 
fessional organizations of the country—to draft a special code of play- 
ing rules to govern the entire professional fraternity ; and this object 
' they were enabled to attain through the medium of the “ National 
Agreement,” a protective compact which binds all professional organi- — 
zations to observe the “ National Rules” or be deprived of the pro- 
tection in holding their players which the Agreement provides for. 
Hence it is that the season of 1887 will see, for the first time in the 
history of base-ball, every professional club in the country playing 
under one code of rules. Taking the code of the National League of 
1886 as a sample of the playing rules in vogue last season, we find 
that that code allowed six unfair balls to be delivered to the bat before 
the penalty of giving the batsman his base on called balls could be 
inflicted ; while the batsman was only privileged to let three fair balls 
pass him without being struck at before he became amenable to the 
penalty of being decided out on called “strikes.” Then, too, the bats- 
man was given the privilege of calling for a “high” or a “low” 
ball, which increased the difficulty the pitcher had in delivering such 
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specially-designated balls. By way of offset, however, the pitcher was 
left practically unpunished for hitting the batsman with a pitched ball. 
Another advantage the pitcher enjoyed under last year’s rules was the 
excessive freedom of movement he was allowed under the existing rule 
defining a “ balk” in delivering the ball to the bat, which made suc- 
cessful base-running exceedingly difficult. Another defect in the code 
of 1886 was the license allowed in the system of coaching base-runners, 
which prevailed to such an extent that vulgar rowdyism was rapidly 
becoming a feature of prominent contests in the championship arena. 
But the most objectionable feature of all was the facility given to the 
class of “ kickers” among base-hall players for constantly disputing the 
decisions of umpires, this evil being carried so far at times as to lead 
to disgraceful scenes, in which spectators, players, and club officials 
alike became discreditably mixed up. The task the members of 
the committee of conference were called upon to undertake in pro- 
viding a new code of rules was one, therefore, which would not 
only tend to the establishing of a more perfect code by equalizing 
the powers of the attacking and defensive forces in the game, but 
by removing the responsibility attached to the position of the umpire 
would also do away with much of the cause of the “kicking” evil in 
question. The committee went to work earnestly and intelligently, 
and, first making the improvement of the position occupied by the 
umpire the basis of their amendments, they succeeded in drawing up 
the best code of professional rules which has as yet governed the 
fraternity. Let us now see what these amendments are, individually 
and collectively. 

_ First in regard to improving the umpire’s position and lessening his 
responsibility. One of the most difficult duties the umpire had to per- 
form under last year’s code of rules was that of deciding the question of 
“high” and “low” balls. ‘This was the cause of more disputes at the 
hands of pitchers and batsmen than any other point of play the umpire 
was called upon to decide. Another point fruitful of disputes was the 
question whether a batted ball was fair or foul which touched or went 
over either the first or the third base, the cause of this being the fact that 
part of each base was on foul ground and part on fair ground. Then, 
too, there was another frequently disputed point, in the case of a ball 
being caught on the fly by the catcher of the team after a third called 
strike when a runner was on first base and only one hand was out, the 
decision, adverse or otherwise, frequently bearing upon the question of 
a double play. These points, so necessary to be improved, were the — 
first to be considered by the committee, and they were amended in the 
following manner, The first and third bases were removed from their 
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previous positions and so placed as to be entirely within the diamond, 
so that any ball passing over any part of either base would be a 
fair ball beyond question. The privilege previously enjoyed by the 
batsman, of calling for a “high” or a “low” ball at his option, was 
done away with, every ball being declared a fair ball which was sent 
in by the pitcher over the home base and not lower than the batsman’s 
knee nor higher than his shoulder. Moreover, the rule governing 
the putting out of the batsman on strikes was amended so as to decide 
him out on the fourth called strike, whether the ball was caught by 
the catcher or not, whenever the first base was occupied by a runner 
and only one hand was out. By this means the umpire was at once 
relieved of three difficult points of play the decisions on which were 
likely to lead to disputes. 

Now came up the question of equalizing the powers of the defence 
and attack in the game, and, in the effort to improve the rules in this 
respect, the pitcher’s privilege of sending in more unfair balls than the 
batsman was allowed fair balls to strike at was changed from the ratio 
of six to three, to five to four ; in other words, the pitcher can now only 
send in five unfair balls before he incurs the penalty of a base on called 
balls, while the batsman is allowed four fair balls to strike at before 
he can be called out on strikes. Of course the doing away with the 
privilege of calling for a “high” or a “low” ball was to the advan- 
tage of the attack, and to a certain extent offset the advantage given 
the defence by the additional fair ball. But, as the improvement in 
the umpire’s position was regarded as a matter of the first considera- 
tion, the batsman had to suffer. 

We now come to the changes in the method of delivering the ball 
to the bat ; and here we find a decided improvement made in the interest 
of oan play in the position, and against the mania for merely swift 
pitching which had hitherto prevailed. Under last year’s code the 
pitcher’s position was marked by lines extending four feet in width 
and seven feet in length. In this space he was enabled to take two or 
more preliminary steps in delivering the ball to the bat, thereby deriving 
a great impetus. for a swift delivery at the cost of accuracy of aim and 
a loss of command of the ball,—one result being a wild delivery, which 
was alike dangerous and intimidating to the batsman, and very costly 
in the wear and tear on the catchers, especially when playing up close 
behind the bat. The question was how to check this reckless speed in 
delivery without giving the batsman too great an advantage; and the 
committee solved the difficulty by the adoption of the appended rule 
governing the delivery of the ball to the bat: 

“Rue 5 (Sec. 1). The pitcher’s lines must be straight lines forming the 
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boundaries of a space of ground, in the infield, five and one-half feet long by four 
feet wide, distant fifty feet from the centre of the home base, and so placed that 
the five and one-half feet lines would each be two feet distant from and parallel 
with a straight line passing through the centre of the home and second bases. 
Each corner of this space must be marked by a flat iron plate or stone, six inches 
square, fixed in the ground, even with the surface. 

“ (Src. 2.) The pitcher shall take his position facing the batsman, with both 
feet squarely on the ground, the right foot on the rear line of the ‘box,’ his left 
foot in advance of the right, and to the left of an imaginary line from his right 
foot to the centre of the home base. He shall not raise his right foot, unless in 
the act of delivering the ball, nor make more than one step in such delivery. He 
shall hold the ball, before delivery, fairly in front of his body, and in sight of the 
umpire, In the case of a ‘left-handed pitcher the above words ‘left’ and ‘right’ 
are to be reversed. When the pitcher feigns to throw the ball to a base he must 
resume the above position and pause momentarily before delivering the ball to 
the bat.” 


The official interpretation of this rule is that the pitcher cannot lift 
his right foot from off the line of his position until he delivers the ball 
to the bat; but he can lift the foot directly after the delivery. It will 
be seen that the new rule, by lessening the size of the pitcher’s position, 
—or “box,” as it is called,—prevents him from making the double or 
triple step which the seven feet of length previously ailowed him ; be- 
sides which, the express restriction which limits him to the taking of 
but one step in delivery is another obstacle to the wild speed he was 
privileged to indulge in under the old code. One effect of the new rule 
is to oblige the pitcher to attain more command of the ball in delivery, 
otherwise the costly penalties involved will render his work a compara- 
tive failure. 

We now come to the question of the “ balk,” and here we find the 
amended rules doing excellent work in the way of improvement : 


“Rue 25, <A balk is 

“ (Sec. 1.) Any motion made by the pitcher to deliver the ball to the bat 
without delivering it, and shall be held to include any and every accustomed 
motion with the hands, arms, or feet, or position of the body assumed by the 
pitcher in his delivery of the ball, and any motion calculated to deceive a base- 
runner, except the ball be accidentally dropped. : 

“(Sxc. 2.) If the ball be held by the pitcher so long as ‘to delay the game 
unnecessarily ; or 

“ (Sec. 3.) Any motion to deliver the ball, or the delivering the ball to the 
bat by the pitcher, when any part of his person is upon ground outside of the lines of 
his position, including all preliminary motions with the hands, arms, and feet.” 


In only one portion of the above rules is the meaning of each clause 
not plainly defined in the wording, so that he who runs may read, 
and that is the part wherein it reads “and any motion calculated to 
deceive a base-runner.” The official interpretation of this clause is, 
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any motion made by the pitcher calculated to lead the runner into the 
belief that the pitcher is going to pitch the ball to the bat and not throw 
it to the base. The runner can easily detect any habitual motion of the 
pitcher’s arm or body to deliver the ball to the bat, but he cannot so 
well detect a motion designed to throw the ball to the base instead of 
the bat, which motion, but for the words of this clause, would not be 
covered by the rule. It will be seen that the new rule gives openings 
for successful base-running which were impossible under the old code. 

In regard to the new rules applicable to the coaching of base-run- 
ners an important change has been made, by which the player appointed 
to coach a runner is not only required to keep within a space, fifteen 
feet square, back of either first or third base, outside of which he is 
not permitted to go while coaching, but is obliged by the rules to 
refrain from addressing his remarks to any player except the base-run- 
ner he is coaching, and even. then to confine himself to simple direc- 
tions, The new rules designed to check the abuse of “kicking” 
against the umpire’s decisions have been made very strict. No one 
except the captains of the teams is allowed to address the umpire in 
the way of disputing a decision at all unless the question is one af- 
fecting an alleged misinterpretation of the rules, disputing a decision 
involving merely an error of judgment not being allowed, under a 
penalty of a heavy fine for each offence, 

In regard to umpiring under the new rules we think that the ex- 
perience of the present season will show that a great improvement has 
been made in the umpire’s position. Among the suggestions of the 
past season looking to relieving the umpire from some of his difficulties 
was one which brought into the game the services of three umpires, 
one of whom was to stand behind the bat, a second to stand back of 
the pitcher, and a third to stand back of the first base. The object in 
view was to divide the responsibility, and in theory it looked feasible. - 
But its trial on the field did not lead to the satisfactory results antici- 
pated. The fact is that it is impossible for an umpire to decide the 
question of the passage of 2 ball over the home’ base, or to judge its 
range corréctly as to its being too low or too high, unless he stands 
close up behind the bat; and in regard to judging points of play in 
base-running, it only requires a little extra activity in running into the 
field to judge the play close to the locality of the point played, to admit 
of as correct a judging as a special umpire for the duty would be likely 
to give it. What is required in order to insure more correct decisions 
in umpiring is absolute protection from the “ kicking” players, and full 
protection from the insults and sbuse of partisan crowds of spectators. 
Henry Chadwick. 
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PRIZE ESSAY No. 2. 
SOCIAL LIFE AT VASSAR. 


T is now twenty-five years since the first woman’s college in the 
world was founded and named after its founder Vassar College. 
The circumstance was the occasion of much talk at that time; but, as 
the new institution quietly settled down to its work, people ceased to 
think of it, and for years they have known of it only through occasional 
reports of its public exercises, or through poor jokes at the expense of 
supposed peculiarities of its students. And therefore various views of 
Vassar, differing. only in degree of inaccuracy, have been evolved in all 
classes of society. Almost every one has heard of the college. Indeed, 
most people will tell you that they have seen it perched on the rocks of 
Poughkeepsie, looking down on the passing summer steamers. Don’t 
tell your informer that what he saw was the Insane Asylum, or you will 
_make a mortal enemy. If you ask these people what they think of 
Vassar, one tells you, ‘“‘Oh, I guess it’s about as good as most board- 
ing-schools,—rather too high-toned, though ;’ another, “I have no 
sympathy with the place. The girls spend their time in dressing and 
dancing. . It costs more money than any other school in the country, 
and there is nothing to show for it in the end.” Or perhaps a Southern 
gentleman of the old school will inform you that Vassar makes young 
ladies masculine ; that they get aggressive and self-reliant; in short, 
that he would never think of allowing his daughters to go there. The 
fact is, not one of these people knows anything about the place, and 
your informer describes to you something that exists in his own mind 
alone. Nor is it much better with those who have come in contact with 
students or graduates of the college. They hear the girls tell of gay 
times, of the fun that makes the work possible, they receive letters 
bright with descriptions of spreads and plays and rides, and it never 
occurs to them that all this is the mere setting of real college life. If 
the girls filled their letters with recitals of the monotonous days of 
steady severe study, if they told of the hard work in class-room and 
library and laboratory, those who read would be bored and those who 
wrote would be tired. It is in the nature of things that the outside 
world should hear of our gay social life, and we perhaps should not be 
surprised that it is inclined to believe this is all; but students them- 

selves are in no danger of entertaining this heresy. 
It is customary to divide college women, as well as college men, 
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into three broad classes,—society people, digs, and the great undis- 
tinguished middle class. All three have representatives at Vassar, as 
at all colleges, but both society girls and digs are rarer than is generally 
supposed. There are girls here who entered college because their fathers 
wished it. Their chief thought is to get through and to make the time 
in prison pass as gayly as may be. They are often general favorites 
and valued additions to a class, for they have plenty of time for every- 
thing but study, and social duties are thrust upon them to the great 
relief of their class-mates. They act on committees, run class politics, 
and are general missionaries of that gospel of easy-goingness which 
many students really need. Now and then a trained society woman 
finds her way hither, thinking to rest for a while and go back with 
new zest to her normal life. But the atmosphere is not congenial. 
There is no place for her, and, after astonishing the uninitiated by her 
perfect grace and polish, she returns to her sphere, more thoughtful 
perhaps for her short experience. 

Then there are the digs, the students who are tormented by a never- 
resting ambition, or who, it may be, feel it their duty to spend every 
moment of college life in cramming their minds with facts. Their 
alarm-clocks rouse their wrathful neighbors at unearthly hours of the 
morning, their heavy shawls and gossamer water-proofs keep the beams - 
of midnight gas-lights from the prowling watchman and the corridor 
teacher. Of all classes of students, the digs have the hardest time. 
They are envied or laughed at, but never liked. Many of them, before 
the end of their first year, discover what education really means, and 
then become valuable members of society; and, as the incorrigible 
almost always break down, before the end, the Senior class seldom 
counts many digs among its numbers. But the majority are neither 
digs nor society girls. They are the girls who first acquired a taste for 
study in some public school, where they stood at the head of the class 
and dreamed of a college course in which they should sweep all before 
them. They come here from all parts of the land, each displaying the 
badge of her State whenever she speaks. They, are thrown together 
in promiscuous fashion, and the process of rounding sharp edges of 
character, and making each more like the rest, begins at once. The 
first recitations are cruel shocks to a tenderly-nourished conceit, and the 
girls are few who get through the first semester of the Freshman year 
with much of that left. Each is in competition with picked minds, 
and leadership is not so easily gained as in the old school. But the 
awakening does good, and most of the girls go to work with a clearer 
notion of their own ability, as well as of that of class-mates. They 
work hard, and each month’s work makes the next month’s easier. But 
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there is more done by the students than mere preparation for the 
class-room. It is probable that this work is done more thoroughly by 
women students than by men. Young women are certainly more con- 
scientious than young men, and the moral tone of Vassar demands 
real effort and no cheating. We have nothing in the field of athletics 
to command attention, discipline is more rigid with us, and the aim of 
college life is kept more constantly in view. Yet the facts of the text- 
book are the least part of what Vassar gives its students. She who 
enters here determined to make the most of college life in every way 
is sure of a liberal education. Study is her chief aim, but this means 
more than the study of books. There are people all around her, and 
occupations in endless variety on every side. She may serve on com- 
mittees and learn both how to do everything herself and how to make 
others do it. She may share in the social life and gain truer polish 
than any mere social training could ever give her. She learns the value 
of time by an experience to be obtained nowhere else. In short, at the 
end of her four years’ course she has begun to catch glimpses of the 
meaning of life. 

But all this is a side of college life in which the majority of people 
are little interested. They want to know about the “ social life” led by ~ 
’ the girls, Vassar’s social life has long been one of the never-failing 
resources of needy editors. They sit in their sanctums and write gor- 
geous reports of things that Vassar never saw, all in a style that carries 
one into the midst of the social life of the New York plutocracy. Years 
ago there was a time when Vassar spent much money on her social life. 
That was soon after the war, when, all over the country, money was 
lavished on every side. That has been changed. A considerable num- 
ber of the members of each class are poor girls who have no money to 
spend on other than necessities, and the authorities of the college steadily 
set their faces against, all but the most economical expenditures. Classes 
are limited in this matter on every side, and again and again requests 
are refused, the granting of which would entail an individual outlay 
of not more than twenty-five cents. “ Danger, publicity, and expense” 
are the words heard oftenest from the lips of the faculty, and the in- 
itiated know that the greatest of these is expense. 

The public hears most frequently of Vassar in connection with her 
Philalethean Day, Founder’s Day, and the exercises of Commencement 
week. Of these, the first comes in December, the second in April, and 
the last in June. Phil. Day, as it is universally called in college, is 
the anniversary of the founding of Vassar’s great society, Philalethea ; 
Founder’s Day commemorates the founder’s birthday. Both have come 
to be giant receptions, on the occasion of which Vassar opens her doors 
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to her friends, receives them in parlors and corridors made beautiful 
with spoils from all the private rooms, entertains them with music and 
a talk by some lion who has been lured hither, regales them with a 
dainty spread, and finally initiates them into Vassar square dances and 
promenades. Commencement week is the property of the Seniors, and 
they make it as brilliant .as they choose,—always on principles of the 
strictest economy. The two weeks of Senior vacation that precede are 
spent, theoretically, in getting rested and ready for the strain of the final 
parting ; practically, in attending to rehearsing, dress-making, and pack- 
ing. Senior vacation opens with a “howl” and ends with a wail. The 
Juniors never count the year a success unless they are present at the 
Senior Howl and participate therein, while the Seniors hold it a blot 
upon their record if this occurs. They believe that the evening con- 
cerns themselves alone, and anything that will express wild delight in 
the close of four years of hard work is in order, but the class must be 
sole witnesses. 

Commencement week opens with Baccalaureate Sunday. Then the 
Seniors have the satisfaction of knowing that the sermon is all intended 
for their benefit ; though it must not be supposed that this is the sole 
occasion on which such is the case. But they are prepared for it now, 
and receive it in the proper spirit, sometimes with a handkerchief accom- 
paniment. The Commencement concert takes place Monday evening, 
and is always a fit prelude to Class Day. Tuesday is given to the 
graduating class. The chapel exercises in the afternoon are followed by 
those around the class tree ; and a promenade concert fills the evening. 
Class Day exercises consist of the chapel oration, a kind of sermon with 
the class motto for text, the class history, the prophecy, and the Senior 
Spade Oration with the Junior reply. Of these, the first three are 
delivered in chapel before an always brilliant audience. Seniors occupy 
the seats of honor in front, Juniors are directly behind them, and the 
rest of the undergraduates are in the north gallery. Opposite them sit 
the alumna, smiling in superior toleration at all that goes on below. 
The rest of the chapel is crowded with guests. At the tree, Seniors and 
Juniors again hold the place of honor nearest the tree, and students and 
guests group themselves around to hear the sharp and possibly witty hits 
bestowed on each class by the two orators, for there is always more po- 
liteness than love between the two upper classes. "Wednesday morning 
is Commencement. In past years the good-natured guests have listened 
to ten essays of more or less excellence delivered by the ten “honor 
girls,” the selection of whom has been a matter of dark and inexplica- 
ble mystery, known only to the faculty, and to them only as a body, 
never as individuals, But that is changed now, and, while matters are 
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still unsettled, it is safe to say that the future will see Commencements 
less tedious and more brilliant. The end of all things is the giving of 
the diplomas. As she takes in her hand that bit of paper, the Vassar 
Senior ceases to be, and a new alumna joins the ever-growing ranks of 
Alma Mater’s daughters. 

Such are the occasions on which Vassar is on exhibition ; but they 
are the least part of her social life. Over much of this presides Phila- 
lethea, the society that last December celebrated her twenty-first birth- 
day. Philalethea is made up of three Greek-letter chapters, A, B, and 
4. Though belonging to one society, each chapter has a distinct indi 
viduality, and it has been said that the Greek student gravitates as 
naturally towards Delta as does the student of French towards Beta. 
That this statement is extreme may be seen from the fact that Delta 
has fewer members than either of the other chapters. The chapters 
meet once in two weeks, on Friday evenings. Four times a year the 
three chapters unite in presenting the widely-known “ Phil. Plays.” 
The hall now used as a gymnasium is furnished with a stage, scenery, 
and foot-lights, and here before an appreciative audience the Vassar 
star makes her début. Among three hundred girls there is certain to 
be some one who is naturally fitted for almost any given part, and one 
often catches glimpses of real dramatic ability. The audience will en- 
dure and seemingly enjoy anything but love-making. Unhappy is the 
actress condemned to play a sentimental part on the Vassar stage. Her 
finest effects, her most graceful attitudes, and her tenderest expressions 
are greeted with derisive laughter, and in despair she generally ends by 
developing the comic side of the situation and ignoring all else. The 
plays range from “The Merchant of Venice” through “She Stoops to 
Conquer” and “The Lady of Lyons” to “On Guard” and “The Pass- 
ing Regiment.” Before the actors see the plays, they are rigorously 
expurgated by the lady principal, the result being always favorable to 
their moral tone, but, unfortunately, not so favorable from a literary 
and dramatic point of view. These plays are thoroughly enjoyed both 
by audience and by actors. Now and then some one objects that they 
take too much time, that there is no reason in putting so much work 
on a single evening ; but they are a tradition of the college, and will 
—_ be enthusiastically defended by its students. The chairman of 

“Phil. Play” committee and her staff get in this work a valuable 
discipline The young woman who has successfully put through a 
“Phil. Play,” selecting play and cast, attending rehearsals, urging on 
and holding back the actors, painting scenery when needed, devising 
costumes, superintending stage-dressing, and keeping all her helpers in 
an endurable frame of mind,—that young woman has developed an 
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executive ability that will carry her through many a trying situation 
in life. 

But Philalethea, though playing so important a part in the social 
life of Vassar, is not the only college society. Members boast of the 
“T. and M. Club,” “Qui Vive,” “The Shakespeare Club,” and “ The 
Dickens Club.” These clubs are all literary, and in them more or less 
work is done according to the inclination of their members. The music- 
students have a musical society, ‘“‘Thekla,” and all art-students are 
members of “The Art Club,” best known to regular students by 
its artistic pin. There is nothing at Vassar that bears any resemblance 
to the well-known secret societies of the men’s colleges. The constitu- 
tion of each society must be submitted to the faculty before the society 
can exist, and the meaning of “'T. and M.” is the only secret about any 
of them,—a secret, moreover, well known to every one. It is a favor- 
ite remark of college men that a secret society could not live in a 
woman’s college; but, until the faculty cease to frown, Vassar cannot 
decide the question. Until last year the college supported an inde- 
pendent religious organization known as “The Society for Religious 
Inquiry,” but this has been dissolved, and its place filled by a branch 
of “The Young Women’s Christian Association.” Aside from this 
society, there are scattered all through the college knots of teachers and 
students known as “tens,” founded on Mr. Hale’s “Ten Times One is 
Ten.” The object of all these is to promote individual] religious life, 
to raise the spiritual tone of the college, and to do missionary work. 
Each year boxes are sent West and South and to the New York hos- 
pitals,—boxes of clothing, books, and dolls. Thus the girls are trained 
in practical as well as in theoretical religion. 

Among the occasions that hold a fixed place in Vassar social life 
are “ The Sophomore Party” and “The Trig. Ceremonies,” both. under 
control of the Sophomore class. Among the many things that go to 
prove the moral superiority of the college woman over the college man 
is the fact that no woman’s college has ever tolerated hazing. The life 
of the Freshman is hard enough at the best, and all members of upper 
classes intend to make her burdens lighter, though practically there is 
still some room for advance in this direction. But the grand effort 
towards amelioration of Freshman misery is the Sophomore Party 
given by the Sophomores in honor of the new class. Here the Fresh- 
man first feels herself really a member of college society, and she once 
more begins to think that she may be of some slight importance, after 
all, as she sees the elaborate efforts made on her behalf and listens to 
the complimentary songs and speeches that abound. This is Sophomore 
missionary work. Later in the year they abandon themselves to the 
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delight of having finished Trigonometry, and in the “Trig. Ceremonies” 
they brandish above the heads of the astonished Freshmen the terrors 
that await them in the next year. These ceremonies are invariably very 
bright, as the strength of the class is lavished on them. They gener- 
ally take the form of a play in which all things pertaining to mathe- 
matics are personified, and Trig. lords it over the multitude. College 
jokes and hits at the expense of faculty and upper classes are not want- 
ing, and a printed copy is considered an indispensable addition to col- 
lege memorabilia. In olden times the Juniors could look without envy 
on the festivities of the Sophomores, for they had their own “ Junior 
Party,” a farewell entertainment in honor of the graduating class. 
Alumnze tell with pride of the lovely day in May passed on the Hud- 
son with musi¢e and flowers around them, and an elaborate spread to 
enjoy. But in this, as in so much else, the class of ’87 was a martyr 
to the modern spirit of economy, and to them the Junior Party is a 
tradition stirring their souls with wrath. 

But the students get more real pleasure from the spontaneous social 
occasions than from those of fixed and formal character. Halloween is 
a time when there is certain to be some fun in the air, and the authori- 
ties are never quite easy until October 31st is over for one year. For 
some unknown reason, the latent animosity between the Senior and 
Junior classes always seeks to express itself at this time. Class feeling, 
though far less strong with us than with our brothers, is yet a consider- 
able factor in college life—a factor regarded with no favor by the 
powers that be. But, in spite of all their efforts, it is sure to show itself 
at Halloween and on Class Day. The result is a ruffling of the surface 
of the life here, that is usually so calm ; but the excitement soon ceases, 
and little harm is done. Sometimes, as last year, the jokes leave very 
pleasant memories. Few who saw them will soon forget the gifts of 
Juniors to Seniors last Halloween, those remarkable busts labelled 
“ Eighty-seven as she really is,” and “ Eighty-seven as she thinks she 
is.” What was their fate? Who knows? 

. Dearer to the heart of college students than all public occasions of 
social life are the cosey private spreads. Only a college girl knows the 
meaning of a college spread. Is it a proof of the depravity of human 
nature that no spread is perfect unless held after ten o’clock, when in 
the midst of the hilarity each feels the influence of a prospective sum- 
mons from her corridor teacher to receive a sermon on the value of law 
and order? Try to imagine yourself an unseen spectator at a myste- 
rious midnight spread. You see a large room all ablaze with light, but 
with blinds shut and curtains drawn, and a gossamer water-proof draped 
carefully over the transom, lest the rays should annoy some outsider. 
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Within is a medley. Books are out of the way for once, and the table 
is covered with a miscellaneous collection of plates, saucers, glasses, 
a cup or two, a few spoons, rarely a knife and fork. Among these 
are scattered a loaf of bread, a bag of crackers, pots of devilled ham 
and jelly, a bottle of olives, a pitcher of milk, and another of oysters. 
Half a dozen girls are in the room, one of them anxiously inspecting 
the water in a tin basin that she is carefully holding over the flame of 
a drop-light. The rest are scattered about the room in attitudes more 
or less graceful. The bed, the chairs, and the rugs on the floor are 
equally patronized. All the girls are making frantic endeavors to 
evolve a theory as to the making of oyster soup, and as the theories 
gradually tax definite shape they are hurled at the martyr of the tin 
basin. 

“You must heat the water first, then the milk, and put in the 
oysters just before it is done,” remarks one sage cook from the depths 
of an easy-chair. 

“No, you don’t! you.don’t want any water,—just milk and oysters 
boiled together,” says number two, coiled like a kitten on a rug. 

“You must heat the oysters separately,” calls a grave, oratorical 
voice from among the pillows. 

“Girls,” says the martyr, looking around with an heroic air, “you 
don’t one of you know the first thing about it. I’m making this soup, 
and if you don’t like it when it’s done, you can come and make some 
yourselves. Just at present I have the floor.” 

She confirms her statement by a vigorous gesture that threatens the 
equilibrium of the tin basin, and the others own themselves obliterated 
and apply their genius to other topics. The soup done, it is served in 
cups, or glasses, or saucers, and is pronounced perfect. The suffering 
martyr has become a smiling saint, and sits triumphantly on the edge 
of the table while some one spreads a cracker with jam for her benefit. 
The tide of fun rises. Again and again a laugh. rings out, to be 
smothered in the midst by the tragic gasp, “Girls, somebody’s com- 
ing!” But no one comes, and after oysters have been eaten, college 
news discussed, and harrowing ghost-stories told in the darkened room, 
the girls steal away with a reckless declaration that they have had fun 
enough to pay for a whole week’s flunks. 

Much has been written concerning the existence of cliques in 
schools and colleges. These cliques exist in full force at Vassar. 
Much might be said in their favor, more might be said against them, 
and perhaps the conclusion of the whole matter is that they are an 
evil, but an evil that is absolutely necessary. It would doubtless be 
well if all students possessed enough good judgment and self-control to 
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see that intense intimacies and exclusive sets are weak and narrowing, 
and so be led to hold their three hundred associates as friends all 
equally valuable and valued. If each could see with unerring eye 
both the good and the evil in those about her, she would doubtless help 
others and be helped by them to a greater extent than now. But this 
can never be, so long as the nature of young people remains what it 
is, and, in spite of all efforts directed against them, cliques are destined 
to long and powerful reigns. Now and then a student gets through 
college without belonging to any clique; but such instances only con- 
firm the rule, and the broad statement may be made that college society 
with us is made up of cliques. These cliques obey no apparent law: 
no one can tell just when one forms and another decays. There is con- 
stant change, but no interregni. There are now in college cliques that 
may be traced back into the seventies, always made up of girls similar 
in character, and so bearing the same reputation and exerting the same 
influence now as years ago, though the present members do not know 
even the names of their predecessors. There are others that have formed 
in the last few months, and may perhaps perish with the college year. 
There is nothing premeditated in these groups. Their members give 
them little thought, though now and then the expression “our set” 
will show the tacit acceptance of the facts. Girls become established 
in these indefinite territories in many ways. ° One comes here heralded 
by alumne sisters and cousins, and the friends of her friends at once 
interest themselves in her. She is invited to join certain clubs, she is 
introduced to a certain set, and before she has any idea of what is 
going on she is a recognized member of a clique which she can escape 
only by leaving college. Another comes knowing no one and known 
by none. But she is brilliant or pretty, and in the whirl of calls paid 
by old students to new at the beginning of each year she is recognized 
by a certain coterie as a valuable addition to their set. Very probably 
there are several. sets who recognize her value. Then comes the new 
student’s trial-time. She has numberless invitations “to take ex.”— 
the hour’s exercise—with upper-class girls, she is invited to three 
chapter-meetings in one evening, she attends spreads more or less 
elaborate, and for a time she is in danger of being completely spoiled. 
But let her show a preference for some one set of these friends, and 
their number suddenly lessens. Girls who a week before had shown 
her the pleasantest walks and had offered all sorts of good advice and 
practical help now pass her with a bare nod. She probably feels hurt, 
but next year she understands ull about it. These girls are responsible 
for the prosperity of their club or chapter. They must find new girls 
to fill the places left vacant by last year’s Seniors. They mean no 
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unkindness, They see that others have “taken up” the Freshman, 
and what time they have for social labor must be spent where it will 
tell. Again, a girl may enter Vassar and live for months a self- 
centred, unsocial life. She is probably a cool, undemonstrative, studi- 
ous girl, with nothing remarkable about her, unless perhaps an acute 
appreciation of loneliness. The old girls call on her, but she is too 
busy to return their calls, and in the crowd of more attractive protégées 
they soon forget her. She perhaps wonders sometimes whether she 
will ever have any friends in college; but before the end of the first 
year she will have found her place. In her own classes she finds some 
one to admire and appreciate her, or on her corridor there are lonely 
girls like herself, and gradually they draw together, till in a little 
while there is a new clique, more exclusive, perhaps, and more intol- 
erant than the older ones, for the clique that is rigidly confined to one 
college class often has less good in it than any other. The existence of 
cliques is as natural as is that of states. Those whose views and aims 
and interests are similar must attract one another. And while the nar- 
rowing element must be admitted, it is still true that to the clique are 
due many of the friendships that make a college course so valuable, 
lasting for life, a never-failing source of strength. 

Stories of life in schools and colleges for boys almost always contain 
a strong element of hero-worship. The poor weak little fellow is always 
burning with a desire to be of some use to the man who is leader of the 
football team or who pulls the stroke oar. The same tendency, in 
modified form of course, is visible at Vassar. The majority of students, 
some time during their college courses, see in an upper class one who 
they imagine approaches their ideal. This shows itself in various ways. 
The impulsive Freshman, not too strong of judgment, perhaps sends 
flowers to her whom she delights to honor. Another, cooler and stronger, 
makes her idol the model of her own life, and is often much helped 
thereby. A third is content if she can watch the favored one from a 
distance and dream dreams of what her life must be. Sometimes all 
this leads to a real friendship that is a help to both. More often it dies 
a natural death as the girl grows older and her ideal rises; and in her 
Senior year she breathes a sigh of thankfulness that that older Senior 
will ever be ignorant of the emotions she inspired in an impressible 
Freshman sister. All this is only another proof that man is a wor- 
shipping animal, and that even in civilized communities the heart seeks 
to find its ideal in something tangible and near itself. 

I have thus tried to give a general idea of what life is like in 
Vassar College. To give more than a general idea would be impossible, 
for the lives of no two students are alike. Each impresses her own 
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individuality on her life here, and she is apt to find it much as she 
makes it. If she enters strong and hopeful in a high purpose she will 
meet with disappointments in many directions, but she will yet find 
herself lifted by a resistless tide and carried on towards her goal as in 
few places outside. The very atmosphere is inspiring. It is as if the 
many students who have lived their four years’ college life in the rooms 
where we now live had left their influence behind them cleansed of all 
but its ennobling part. They urge us onward, upward, by the love for 
truth which they gained here and which we are slowly learning. They 
bid us guard the name and fame of the honored place that did so much 
for them. They call us to be earnest and eager, if not for our owp 
sakes, then for the sake of our foster-mother. They tell us that we 
are no longer individuals only, that our lives have ceased to be wholly 
our own. Every success, every failure, is for our college as well as for 
ourselves, We are members of a company that shall extend who knows 
how far into the future? We are links in a chain that shall bind our 
country, threatened as she is by vice and ignorance, fast to the unshaken 
foundations of virtue and intelligence. The graduate of Vassar dare not 
let her life be a failure. She is under bonds to succeed. She is upheld 
by the strength, invisible but mighty, of the many who have been and 


the many who shall be guardians of the gifts of Vassar. 
L. BR. Smith, 
Vassar College. 
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[ was an Easter Sunday bright and calm, 
And life—not death—was the glad theme that day ; 
The air was full of spring’s delicious balm, 
The maple buds were dropping on the way, 
And one sweet leaf, with flush of crimson on it, 
Fell on the dead birds of a woman’s bonnet. 








What say the bells at these good Easter times? 
They tell of vanquished death and risen life. 

Hush, then, O bells, your inconsistent chimes : 
You and the dull old world are hard at strife ; 

For surely, when the crimson leaf fell on it, 

I saw dead birds upon a woman’s bonnet ! 








DEAD BIRDS AND EASTER. 


What does it cost, this garniture of death ? 
It costs the life which God alone can give ; 
It costs dull silence where was music’s breath ; 
It costs dead joy, that foolish pride may live. 
‘Ah, life, and joy, and song, depend upon it, 
Are costly trimmings for a woman’s bonnet ! 


Oh, who would stop the sweet pulse of a lark, 
That flutters in such ecstasy of bliss, 
Or lay a robin’s bright breast cold and stark, 
For such a paltry recompense as this? 
Oh, you who love your babies, think upon it, 
Mothers are slaughtered, just to trim your bonnet ! 


Will Herod never cease to rule the land, 

That we must slay sweet innocency so? 
Is, joy so cheap, or happiness sure planned ? 

Tell me, O friend, who art acquaint with Woe ! 
Does thy sad heart proclaim no protest on it? 
Wouldst thou slay happiness, just for a bonnet? 


And must God’s choirs that through His forests rove, 
Granting sweet matinées to high and low, 

Must His own orchestra of field and grove, 
Himself their leader, be disbanded so? 

Nay, nay, O God, proclaim thy ban upon it: 

Guard thy dear birds from sport, and greed, and bonnet ! 


Their fine-spun hammocks swinging in the breeze 
Should be as safe as babies’ cradles are, 

And no rude hand that tears them from the trees, 
Or dares a sweet bird’s property to mar, 

Deserves a woman’s touch or kiss upon it, 

Unless—she wears dead birds upon her bonnet ! 


Dead birds! and dead for gentle woman’s sake, 
To feed awhile ber vanity’s poor breath ! 
And yet the foolish bells sweet clamor make 
And tell of One whose power hath vanquished death ! 
Ah, Easter-time has a reproach upon it 
While birds are slain to trim a woman’s bonnet ! 
May Riley Smith. 
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j was Mrs, Madison’s opinion that tae servant-question would be 

the death of her. The “question” with her meant, generally, 
How long will the newly-acquired domestic remain on the field of his 
or her present usefulness—or uselessness ? 

Mrs. Madison was rich in this world’s goods. She had an indul- 
gent husband, charming children, a more than comfortable income, and 
enough beauty to make her very pleasant to look upon. But all these 
gifts of a kind Providence were as nothing weighed in the balance 
against the crushing fact that every one of the Madison butlers was 
worse than his predecessors. The poor lady had tried every nationality, 
as she said, except the Chinese : there she drew the line. The Irishmen 
need no description. We in America have all suffered. The colored 
men were wofully lacking in “style.” The Swedes were mercenary 
and would leave in hope of -higher wages. The Germans were too 
something —“ I forget what,” Mrs. Madison would say, in recounting 
her woes to an intimate friend, “and the Frenchmen too something or 
other else ; and really, my dear, if you notice several gray hairs under 
my bonnes I am not surprised. But what can I do? George will 
give dinners, and will not have a woman wait at table.” 

At the time when this veracious history opens, the latest venture in 
the pantry-line had proved to be a complete failure, and was to depart 
on the morrow. 

Mrs. Madison sat in her charming sitting-room, over a wood fire, 
with the hot-water kettle hissing genially among its companion tea- 
things, which had been brought in for the last time by the present 
incumbent. 

Opposite to her was her sister, Sylvia Arden. She had just come in 
from walking, and her long sealskin garment was thrown open as she 
sat toasting her cold feet and drawing off her gloves. 

She was one of the prettiest girls i in New York,—which means that 
she was very lovely indeed. 

“ Shall you have that dinner on the 15th, Maud ?” asked the young 
lady. She rose as she spoke, and divested herself of her furs, and as 
she did so one saw what a lithe and shapely figure she had. 

“Tt all depends on the butler,” said her sister. “George will get 
somebody to-day,—goodness knows what.” 

“ An Irishman, probably,” said Sylvia. “All our French dress- 
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makers are Irish. Our city is ruled by Irish : our policemen are Irish : 
why not our butlers ?” 

“T should think you were Irish yourself, dear, from what you say,” 
said Mrs. Madison, laughing. “ Ah, there’s George’s key in the door. 
Now we shall see what news he brings.” 

In a moment or two the master of the house entered. 

He took the cup of tea which his wife had poured out. Then, 
seating himself, he said, “ Well, I have got him.” 

“ Who?” asked his wife, mischievously. “ Patrick —,, ad 

“No. John Parkins,—an Englishman.” 

“Was there ever an Englishman who oun named’ John?” said 
Sylvia. 

“‘Good references, of course,” said Mrs. Madison, with grim sar- 
casm. “They always have.” 

“No,” said her husband, cheerfully. ‘None at all.” 

Mrs. Madison was quite quiet. 

“You are tired of the silver, then ?” 

“Not at all; but he won't take the silver. If there is anything 
dishonest about J ohn Donkin, then I am wofully mistaken.” 

“ You generally are,” said his wife, dryly. 

“Thank you, madam. No, he may be a little green, but he is one 
of the finest-looking men I ever saw.” 

“Do you remember our British Adonis?” asked Sylvia,—“ wen 
he handed round the lobster sauce in a kitchen jug, and then put him- 
self into the dumb-waiter instead of the empty dishes ?” 

“ Am [I likely to forget it?” 

“Then why,” said Mrs. Madison, with sudden asperity, “do you 
subject us to a similar experience? How can you bring a man without 
reference into my house ?” 

“On the same principle,” said Mr. Madison, setting down his cup . 
with perfect imperturbability, “that you once said you would advertise 
for an atheist, having tried every religion in the housemaid line and 
failed lamentably with all the sects represented. I am tired of the 
men who have’ lived with all the English aristocracy. Now, Parkins 
assures me that he hasn’t lived with any of them. He has the face of 
an honest, steady man ; and he tells me that he is willing to learn.” 

Mrs. Madison gave a mock groan. 

“That means that I am willing to teach,” said she. 

“ And are we to have the Bellingers on the 15th?” asked Sylvia. 

“ By all means,” said her brother-in-law. And so the conversation 
ended. 

The next day, it being the 1st of the month, promptly at the hour 
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agreed upon, John Parkins presented himself to the lady of the house, 
with a modest deferential bearing which was quite delightful. He 
was a strapping fellow of about thirty, dressed in worn but well-cut 
garments. His features were rather handsome, and his smooth-shaven 
upper lip showed at times a glimpse of very good teeth. 

“Tt is not our custom to engage any one without a reference,” said 
Mrs. Madison. “ We are placing great confidence in you in taking 
you like this into our house.” 

“‘T am aware of that, ma’am,” said Parkins. “I am very thankful 
for your kindness. I hope I shall suit you.” 

“T hope so,” said Mrs. Madison, in a tone which hinted that the 
hope was a forlorn one. 

“Have you had much experience in waiting at table?” 

“Not much, ma’am,” said Parkins. 

‘“‘ May I ask where you have lived last?” 

The man hesitated for a moment. 

“On a ranch, ma’am,” he said, with a slight air of being unwilling 
to ‘pursue the subject further. Then he added, with more alacrity,— 

“T was servant to a gentleman out in Wyoming.” 

“ Ah!” said Mrs. Madison. 

She had rather intended to bully John Parkins, but somehow the 
manner of the man forbade it. 

Having this unaccountable feeling that further investigations would 
be almost an impertinence, she proceeded to instruct the new butler 
as to what would henceforth be expected of him. He showed great 
alacrity,—zeal not according to knowledge. But in spite of a few 
awkwardnesses on his part he produced a favorable impression on his 
new mistress. 

Dinner that day passed off remarkably well, considering that Par- 
kins was rather nervous, as servants are apt to be in new places. 

Miss Arden could not help admiring his personal appearance and 
gentlemanly manner, and Mr. Madison sat at the head of the table, 
smiling blandly and full of elation at the success of his latest venture. 

When dinner was over, Mrs. Madison entered the pantry to ascertain 
how the new functionary was behaving. She was surprised to see a row 
of wet plates standing all round the room, leaning their backs against 
the wall. 

“Why, Parkins, what ever are you doing with those plates?” she 
cried, 

The Englishman regarded her with a deprecatory air. 

“T was letting them dry a bit, ma’am,” he said. “Have I done 
wrong ?” 
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“Certainly,” said Mrs. Madison. “The towels in that drawer are 
for drying the china.” 

Parkins blushed so brightly that she really pitied him. 

“‘Beg pardon, ma’am,” he stammered, “but you see a man gets 
so awfully rough in the West, ma’am. We hadn’t many towels on 
the ranch. Thank you, ma’am. I'll use them in future. I’m very 
anxious to learn.” 

The drawing-room was henceforth entertained with the pantry epi- 
sodes, of which this was the beginning. 

In the main, however, Parkins gave satisfaction. He-was sober, 
diligent, almost chivalrous in his attention to the wants of the ladies. 
The defects in his education as a butler were soon remedied, for Mrs. 
Madison was an excellent housekeeper and was willing to take untold 
trouble to instruct any one who was teachable. The fresh, handsome 
face of Parkins, his respectful and manly bearing, and his charming 
English accent, which was evidently not that of a cockney, ingratiated 
him with his employers and even their acquaintance. 

Occasionally a new book or paper was missing from the sitting- 
room, and more than once it was found in the pantry among the rouge- 
cloths and plate-powder. In one case the missing volume was one 
of Lecky’s, and Miss Arden, who had searched in vain, asked Parkins 
if he had seen it. He confessed to having borrowed it; and when 
Sylvia looked at him with obvious ome, he made some confused 
remark about “ bettering his education.” 

“Tf he can appreciate that book,” said Miss Arden afterwards to 
her sister, “ his education doesn’t need much bettering.” 

One evening, when John Parkins had been with the Madisons for - 
a month or more, several newly-arrived English people dined at the 
house. From the moment when the party sat down at the table, 
Parkins began to behave strangely. He became absent-minded and 
inattentive. His strongest desire appeared to be to get out of the room 
as quickly as possible. 

Mr. Madison was annoyed, ‘and thought for a moment that his butler 
might be under the influence of liquor; but after he had watched him 
for a minute or two he was convinced that the man was perfectly sober, 
though evidently laboring under great mental perturbation. 

But, as one cannot watch one’s butler all the evening, Mr. Madison’s 
attention was soon diverted, and the circumstance passed from his mind. 


One day in the early spring a letter came for George Madison from 
the British Legation at Washington. 
It requested information in regard to the whereabouts of Mr. Cecil 
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Finch, an English gentleman who was supposed to be in the United 
States at that time. Mr. Madison replied with polite brevity that he 
had never had the pleasure of knowing any one of that name. There 
he thought the matter would rest. But by return of post came another 
letter, which intimated that the Legation could not take Mr. Madison’s 
reply as final, for Cecil Finch had been seen going in and out of Mr. 
Madison’s house in New York. 

Mr. Madison was by this time rather curious, and not a little in- 
dignant. He was not accustomed to having his word doubted. 

He therefore wrote back somewhat sharply to the effect that the 
only Englishman who came and went in his household in the manner 
described was his butler, John Parkins. 

“Upon my word,” he said that night at dinner to his wife and 
sister-in-law, “I am tired of Mr. Cecil Finch without ever having seen 
him. The dogged pertinacity of the English diplomates does them 
credit.” 

Parkins, who was handing a dish of sweets at the moment, started 
so violently that the dish almost slipped from his fingers. 

This did not escape Mr. Madison, but he said nothing. 

Afterwards, however, he remarked to his wife, “If I am not mis- 
taken, Parkins knows something about Mr. Cecil Finch.” 

In a day or two a third letter bearing the Washington post-mark 
arrived for Mr. Madison. It said, “Strange as it may appear, we should 
be glad if you would interrogate the man whom you call John Parkins 
as to the whereabouts of Mr. Finch. Tell him that your reason for 
asking is that Cecil Finch has come into a title and a fortune by the 
unexpected death of his uncle.” 

Mr. Madison was now thoroughly excited. What if his butler 
were the new lord in masquerade? He laughed to himself as he pictured 
the faces of his wife and sister when they should hear the news. 

It so happened that this last letter from the Legation had been sent 
to Mr. Madison’s house, and it was there that he read it. His wife 
was out with Sylvia. 

His decision was quickly formed. He touched the bell. Parkins 
appeared, calm and correct as he was in his best moments when there 
was nothing to disconcert him. 

“Parkins,” said his master, “did you ever happen to hear of an 
English gentleman called Cecil Finch ?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the butler. “I think I have heard you mention 
his name, sir, at dinner, a night or two ago.” 

“Have you ever seen him ?” 

“Yes, sir,—in Wyoming, sir.” 

Vout. XXXIX.—56 
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“Tt would be a good thing for him, Parkins,” said Mr. Madison, 
carelessly, “if you could find him.” 

“ How so, sir?” asked the young man, changing color a little. 

“He has just come into his uncle’s title and estates ; and he can’t be 
found.” 

“ By Jove! Is Lord Grimsmead dead ?” cried the butler, in a voice 
very different from his usual guarded one. 

Before he had time to pull himself together and apologize, Mr. 
Madison pounced upon him. 

“Look here, Mr. Finch!’ he said, quite sternly, “you are no 
butler! Your name isn’t Parkins! Why did you lie to me?” 

“No, Mr. Madison,” said the man, “I am not,a butler, and my 
name isn’t Parkins, and He is not a word to use among gentlemen !” 

“ But, hang it, Parkins,—Finch,—whatever you are, I can’t realize 
quite yet that you’re not what I thought you five minutes ago. And I 
think I have a right to know why you have imposed on me in this 
way,” said Mr. Madison, still irate. 

“Of course you have,” said Mr. Finch, late John Parkine, “The 
story is simply this. I was pretty well down on my luck after having 
tried ranching and failed, as many a cleverer man than I am has done 
before. I was too proud to go home. There was no one of whom I 
could borrow, and I hadn’t a penny. I saw your advertisement in the 
paper, and applied for the situation. I hadn’t an idea that you’d take 
me, but I was touched by your confidence, Mr. Madison, and I’ve done 
the very best I could for you. I remembered our old butler at home, 
and I tried to model myself on him. 

“The other night you thought, no doubt, that I was drunk. I 
wasn’t ; but the man who sat next to Mrs. Madison was a fellow who 
knew me well at Oxford, ten years ago.” 

Both men had been standing while they talked. Madison read 
candor and integrity in the handsome face of the other. 

“ Sit down, Mr. Finch,” he said, “and tell me the rest.” 

“T would rather stand, thank you,” said Finch. “How do you 
know that I’m telling you the truth? Is my Oxford friend in town 
yet ? 999 

“T believe so,” said Mr. Madison. 

“ Will you go there with me and get me identified?” asked Finch. 
Then he added, smiling a little, “I believe I’ve got one pretty decent 
coat.” 

* * * * * * * * * * 

About six o’clock the ladies came home. The parlor was full of 
spring iil 
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“Why are no lamps lighted?” asked Mrs. Madison. ‘“ Where’s 
Parkins? I never knew him to be so careless.” 

She rang the bell sharply. It was answered by her maid. 

“‘ Where is Parkins?” Mrs. Madison demanded. 

“ Gone out, ma’am, with Mr. Madison,” said the maid, demurely. 

“With Mr. Madison? How extraordinary !” 

“He said he might not come back,” said the maid, rather enjoying 
Mrs. Madison’s surprise. 

Sylvia then entered. 

“The table isn’t set, and I can’t find Parkins anywhere, ” she 
said. 

When the lady’s-maid withdrew, the sisters expressed themselves 
more freely. 

“ Always the way with my butlers! Js this frightful servant-hunt 
going to begin again ?” moaned Mrs. Madison. 

“‘ And really he was a man one could have loved, if he hadn’t been 
a butler,” sighed Miss Arden. 

Presently Mr. Madison returned alone. Without giving his wife 
time for indignant questions, he said,— 

‘Parkins wanted to come back and serve dinner, but I wouldn’t 
let him.” 

“ And pray why not?” asked his wife. “What has he done?” 

“He has gone and got himself a title, and I thought that a dinner 
handed round by my Lord Grimsmead would choke us all.” 

* * * * * * * * * * 

The next day Lord Grimsmead, formerly Cecil Finch akas John 
Parkins, modestly requested a few moments’ conversation with Mrs, 
Madison. ! 

She was less at her ease than he. 

“T wanted to come back last night, Mrs. Madison,” he said, coming 
forward, without extending his hand, “but your husband would not 
hear of it. Iam sorry that your proverbial bad luck with butlers has 
not been changed by me. I sail to-morrow, and I fear that you must 
supply my place,—which will be easily done.” 

“There you make a mistake,” she answered, motioning him to a 
chair. “You were the very nicest servant I have ever had in the 
house.” 

And then they both. laughed long and heartily. 

“May I see Miss Arden before I go?” he asked, presently, with a 
decided deepening of his color. 

Mrs. Madison said, “ Certainly,” and in a few moments Sylvia en- 
tered. He rose and gave her his chair, and she could not but notice 
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a how the obsequious alacrity of the butler had given way to the well- 
a bred manner of the English gentleman. 

“I want to say before I go,” he said, almost brokenly, “that I 
thank you for the happiest and most innocent months of my life. I 
have had constant kindness from you both, and I hope that you will all 
come to England some day, that I may do something for you in return. 
I should like to show you the old park. It will be full of primroses 
in a few weeks.” And a mist came before the eyes of the strong man 
as his heart turned towards his home. 

Just before he went away, he said very softly to Sylvia (her sister 
being somewhat in advance of them, as they walked towards the 
door),— 

“Do you think that you can ever forget that I was your sister’s 
butler ?” 

I don’t know what she answered, but I do know that an account of 
Lord Grimsmead’s wedding appeared in the “Court Journal” about a 
year later, and that the bride was a very lovely American. Another 
fact, also, I can tell you, which the “Court Journal” knows nothing at 
al] about. To this day Lady Grimsméad calls her lord nothing but 
“ Parkins.” 




















Edith Evelyn Bigelow. 
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— from out the bonds of sleep released 
At happy-culmination of a dream, 
With the good omen of a golden stream 
Of sunshine through my lattice, flower-fleeced, 
While far faint bells from towers in the east 
' Chimed cheerfully, and came a sudden gleam 
Of wings in spiral flight, I said, “Signs seem 
Foretelling me some joy ere day has ceased.” 








Amid the throng of pilgrims gay and grave 
Upon life’s path, ere day was dusk I met 
One I had long loved silently, who.gave 
A rose to me; a little farther yet, 
One who had scorned me swiftly came to crave 
Forgiveness, and his eyes with tears were wet ! 
Frank D. Stickney. 
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A LATE discussion of the question of college training for women notes that 
the present main objections to co-education are not intellectual, but social,—a 
matter of instincts, prejudices, conventions, and so not to be reasoned with. 
One might say the same of the whole question of a college discipline for girls, 
since, with full approval of the Higher Education in the general and abstract, 
too many parents do not believe in it in the concrete and particular of their 
own daughters, And this because of a social prejudice. A sensible and culti- 
vated lady said recently, speaking of Vassar and Bryn Mawr, “I don’t think 
such schools are for the majority of girls. They are for teachers; they are pro- 
fessional. Of course I believe in the higher education, and I am glad we have 
these colleges; but my own daughter shall go to some nice private school, where 
she will get good French, and music, and literature, and manners,—what I call a 
distinctively womanly culture.” 

This lady represents a class, and the pity of it is that if women such as she 
take this position we can expect nothing better of the mass of good souls whose 
proper feminine ambitions do not go beyond carpets and carriage. In plain Eng- 
lish, that position is: The higher education is excellent for old-maid schoolma’ams ; 
the average woman, who will marry, does not need it. Let us bring her up on 
the old lines, “ adorned with accomplishments for the refined amusement of man.” 
Let her not waste the flower-time of her teens over higher mathematics and phi- 
losophy for which she will have no after-need. A teacher must have a well- 
balanced and well-trained mind ; for wife and mother a smattering and a polish 
is the proper thing. 

So an English gentleman, a. Cambridge professor, said to me, speaking of 
Girton College and Somerville Hall, “They are excellent training-schools for 
teachers. Their patronage is from the upper middle class, the professional 
men whose daughters may be governesses. But no nobleman would think of 
sending his daughter to them.” Which, as the nobleman would, as a matter of 
course, send his sons to Oxford’ or Cambridge, neatly defined the difference. 
There cannot be much progress towards the higher education so long as college 
training for women is considered exceptional or professional. The boy goes, not 
necessarily because he is to be lawyer or doctor, but because it is “the education 
of a gentleman.” His sister must go on the same terms,—to receive “the edu- 
cation of a lady.” 

But the society ideal still blinds most mothers, and their vague thought is 
that there is something—not unfeminine, we are past that, but something inimi- 
cal to marriage and the common lot in dynamics and political science. Many good 
people, also, have a vague impression that the college girls are rather a common 
lot, and that a more select patronage, a finer training, attend the private schools 
about them. They may not teach the sciences so well, they have not, perhaps, the 
apparatus and libraries, but they will engraft a finer womanliness, more grace of 
speech and bearing, and give our daughters better associations than the multitude 
and mixture of the great college. And truly the ardent student there may not 


















862 OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP. 


learn all that Rosamond Vincy did at Mrs. Lemon’s famous school, “where the 
teaching included all that was demanded in the accomplished female—even to 
extras, such as getting in and out of a carriage.” But in fact the colleges at 
present draw, in character and ability, the cream of our girls, The severe course 
deters the idle or foolish who are the bane of the “family school.” If the silly 
girl goes to college she either drops out in the Freshman year or the training grows 
a soul into her. This latter transformation one sometimes sees in colleges where 
co-education rules. The “ flirting special” who tries the patience of friends and 
faculty the first year turns into a fairly good student the second, given a new 
ideal and cured of those illusions regarding her brothers which the ordinary 
girls’ school over-develops. And the keen emulation keeps them at their best, 
brings out all their powers, and makes them well-rounded young women, ready 
for the single life and the profession if Providence so orders, ready equally for the 
home and the children. 

The question of time is with many mothers another objection to the college. 
They do not feel that the daughter can be spared from the home for the four or 
six years needed. Let us send her, then, to Mrs. Lemon, where she may have the 
dear delight of graduation in two or three. Nay, give her the two or three in a 
college, though it only carries her through the Freshman year. She may not be 
able to say she has studied as many things, but she will have a broader training 
as far as it goes, a more solid foundation for the intellectual life. She will have 
felt the breath of that larger world in which her brothers live ; she will—and this 
is much—have caught the man’s way of looking at things. Women live in a 
narrow world, and the feminine strongly personal way of regarding all questions, 
while it has moral advantages, has intellectual drawbacks. As teachers women 
are faithful, conscientious, hard-working, but it is inevitable that the present gen- 
eration are not so highly trained as their brother professors. Even were the mass" 
of them—as a few now are—the equals of college-bred men in general culture 
and special preparation for their department,—a thing rare in private schools, 
where one poor woman often teaches a half-dozen branches,—even then it would 
be better to have the instruction of a man. The object of culture is to break up 
narrowness and provincialism. To look at things through a one-sex glass is as 
bad for women as for men. It is a letting in of new light, a seeing of things not 
from one side, but two, that we want; and this can best be gained for girls in 
colleges or schools where the instruction is largely in the hands of men. 

This is not saying that all girls should go to college, any more than that all 
boys should. For them, as for their brothers, the family school may sometimes 
be best, and the faithful and conscientious work done in many such schools is 
not impugned. But that these give a finer or more womanly training than 
the college,—that is denied. Their discipline, brought to a high intellectual 
standard, is narrow and incomplete; and insufficiency and limited culture are 
not more womanly than breadth and roundness. The ghost of over-strain and 
broken-down health as a consequence of college discipline is now laid: when shall 
we see the social phantom laid as well and the mass of women agreeing that the 
college gives “the education of a lady”? For that the new generation shall be 
college-trained rests, more than we think, with the social convictions of the 
mothers of to-day. ; E. F. W. 
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EMOCRACY is in. It will not be long before the opening assertion of our . 

Declaration of Independence, “all men are created equal,” which was 
sometime a paradox, will be accepted as the self-evident truth the Declaration 
. proclaims it to be. Primitive men (and the history of primitive men finds a faint 
repetition in the young people of all ages, even of to-day) loved to emphasize and 
to localize their emotions, to have something tangible to love and worship ; some- 
thing tangible to hate; to love and to hate intensely. They liked to have their 
blacks very black and their whites very white. Their rulers were awful and ter- 
rible beings, made of different clay from the subjects they governed, tracing their 
descent or their authority direct from heaven. Their heroes were demi-gods. 
Their poets were seers and prophets, whose words were inspired, whose writings 
were sacred. To be sure, the imagination even of primitive men had to be guarded 
from too close a contact with the object of its admiration. The monarch was shorn 
of a large portion of his divinity to the flatterers who thrived upon his weak- 
nesses. The demi-god received his apotheosis only after death. The prophet was 
not honored in his own country. The hero was no hero to his body-servant. 
The entire history of the race shows a closer drawing together of individuals, so 
that old illusions and old superstitions have one by one taken their flight and 


men have been gradually learning to recognize their brotherhood, their substantial 
equality. 


Only two centuries ago wise and learned men were still prating about the 
divine right of kings and urging implicit obedience upon subjects. To-day 
royalty retains the merest semblance of power and authority: it is 

Made only great by every one conniving,— 


and the eye that winks at it has a humorous light which augurs a speedy termina- 
tion to the farce. Elizabeth’s voice was virtually law. Victoria has less to do 
with the government of her realm than the meanest householder in Great Britain 
who possesses a vote. The House of Lords, which once was a power in the land, 
is now but a sham legislative assembly, and the House of Commons has usurped 
all its real authority. Hereditary aristocracy is fast losing its prestige. Men are 
no longer divided into lords and vassals, into masters and slaves, It may not 
take many more centuries to relegate all distinctions of caste into the limbo of 
outworn superstitions, 


There are signs that the ideas of equality which are invading politics and 
social life are at work with their levelling influences in mental life as well. The 
aristocracy of intellect may become as antiquated as the aristocracy of the peer- 
age. The old divisions of mankind into dunces and men of genius, into Philis- 
tines and children of light, are becoming offensive to us. When Bulwer, the last 
of a bad school, talks about “Genius, the Child of the Gods,” we feel the same 
rising of the gorge that afflicts us when some poor ranting actor approaches the 
footlights and mouths for the applause of the gallery. We are beginning to, 
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doubt whether there is any such great difference between one man and another 
as our fathers were fond of imagining, The vital force which feeds the brain of 
the thinker is the same force that animates the muscle of the athlete. Some 
men may, indeed, be born with more vitality than others, but the form in which 
that vitality shall assert itself is determined by the accident of environment or 
hereditary predisposition. If it goes to build up the muscles there will be less 
left for the brain. If too large a proportion goes into the braiti the body will 
_ suffer. Or if it goes into any special faculty of brain or body the other faculties 
will suffer. There are certain tribes of Indians who are marvellous horsemen 
because for generations all their vitality has been expended on the muscles that 
are brought into play by horsemanship. But-the other muscles suffer in propor- 
tion. These Indians cannot walk a hundred yards without fatigue. The black- 
smith’s arm, the ballet-dancer’s leg, are splendidly developed, the rest of the body 
may be only ordinary. What is true of the physical is true of the mental man. 
A genius is a person in whom some one faculty or set of faculties has been ab- 
normally developed at the expense of the rest of the brain or at the expense of 
the body. Eccentricity is commonly looked upon as an accompaniment of genius. 
Eccentricity is mental incompleteness. Another characteristic is a want of 
practicality, an inability to cope with the common life around one, an acute 
shyness and sensitiveness in the company of one’s fellows, all which simply in- 
dicates a further limitation of the intellect. Or the man of genius is sickly, weak, 
dwarfed or deformed in body. Or, lastly, the tax which his genius must pay to his 
body is that his procreative powers shall suffer, so that he will have no children, 
or his children will be below the average in intelligence, or they will inherit their 
mental characteristics from the more commonplace mate. 





Yet, though the net sum of a famous man’s qualities and defects may in 
reality be no greater than those of his commonplace brother, there need be no 
diminution of admiration and reverence towards the work which he is enabled 
todo. The power and authority once summed up in a king, which constituted 
the divinity that hedged him in, are in these days distributed over the common- 
wealth. What the king loses, humanity gains. So what the individual genius 
loses in our esteem, humanity gains. Our admiration is transferred from men to 
man. A great work of art is no longer the product of a mysterious and inexpli- 
cable “ Genius,” apart from and different from the race, a “ Child of the Gods,” 
but simply an evidence of what human intelligence can do at high pressure, 
And if we believe in that bugbear of Mr. Carlyle’s, the progress of the species, 
and hold that the high pressure of the present represents the ordinary achieve- 
ment of the future, we can find much in these reflections to comfort and strengthen 
us in our faith. ‘ 


Here, to illustrate our argument, comes the life of one of the greatest geniuses 
of the present century, told by the man who of all living men seems the most 
competent to tell it. Dowden’s “Life of Shelley” (J. B. Lippincott Co.) is a 
model biography. The author is already known as an excellent critic and no 
mean poet. By temperament and by training he is fitted to understand and ap- 
preciate Shelley. The family of the poet have intrusted to him all the manu- 
script materials in their possession. He tells his story frankly and honestly, with 
due admiration for its subject, but with none of the false lights that lesser 
biographers are only too wont to make use of. Now, what is the impression of 
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Shelley which this biography leaves upon us? He seems a strange mixture 
of strength and weakness, of great qualities and littlenesses. He had an un-. 
quenchable thirst for beauty, for truth, an unquenchable love for his fellows, a 
noble generosity which was proof against all offences, even against the meanest 
ingratitude, even against the attempted seduction of his wife by his nearest and 
most trusted friend. And he had such marvellous lyrical powers as are rarely 
given to more than one man in a generation. But to offset these qualities he had 
strange infirmities. To the end of his days he retained all the naiveté of a child, 
a beautiful trait perhaps from the picturesque point of view, but which shows 
that some of his mental faculties were in the rudimentary condition of childhood. 
There was only a thin partition between his wit and madness; and madness is 
a disease, and disease is weakness. He was effeminate, arrogant, headstrong. 
His crude hatred of Christianity and of the social institutions which are an 
offshoot from Christianity, his wild denunciations of them as the invention of 
priests and tyrants, would be entirely repugnant to the philosophical agnosticism 
of to-day, which looks upon Christianity as one of the great factors in the history 
of human progress. He was wofully deficient in judgment. He was unable to 
think rightly of his fellow-beings, and especially of women. In his relations 
with the latter he rapidly passed from enchantment to disillusion, and erred as 
grievously in the one stage as in the other. Harriet Westbrook changed from “a 
divine little scion of infidelity” into “a frantic idiot ;” Elizabeth Hitchener from 
“a sister of his soul” into “a brown demon;” Emilia Viviani from “a Juno” 
into “a centaur.” And, in spite of the incorruptible sincerity which made him 
utter his convictions at the cost of whatever worldly advantage, he was un- 
truthful and unreliable in regard to the facts of his own life. 


Dr. Dowden notices the latter frailty of Shelley’s, and makes an ingenious 
apology for it. We must bear in mind, he says, that the poet, “who had only a 
faint interest in the history of nations, was one of those men for whom the hard 
outline of facts in their own individual history has little fixity ; whose footsteps 
are forever followed and overflowed by the wave of oblivion; who remember with 
extraordinary tenacity the sentiment of times and of places, but lose the frame- 
work of circumstance in which the sentiment was set; and who, in reconstructing 
an image of the past, often unconsciously supply links and lines upon the sug- 
gestion of that sentiment or emotion which is for them the essential reality. 
There are not a few persons who from their own experience can vouch for the 
existence of such transforming powers of recollection; their lives have been for 
them a train of emotions and ideas rather than of events, and in recalling fore- 
gone events an involuntary artistic instinct is at work, unconsciously adapting 
circumstance to feelings by aid of a winnowing wind of desire astir amid the 
mobile cloud-land of the past.” This is very pretty. But it is just as well to 
look facts in the face. There are words in the language which characterize fairly 
well the frame of mind that Dowden describes, ‘“ Untruthful” is one of them. 

The idea that the frailties of genius are sacred is one of the common errors 
which result from our mistaken notions of genius. Goethe tells ‘us that Nature 
reveals her secrets in her monsters. Now, geniuses are among her monsters. If 
we are to draw any useful sociological lessons from the study of their character- 
istics, we must beware of making excuses which we would not make in the case 
of lesser men. The self-love which makes people desire to view themselves in a 
picturesque light is at the. bottom of much of the untruthfulness in the world. 
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It vitiates the so-called “Confessions” of many famous men. And not only in 
_ the letter to Godwin which forms the text for Mr. Dowden’s apology, but also on 
other occasions, Shelley was a victim to this vice. His best friends often refused 
to accept his statements of facts. There seems to be little room for doubt that 
the bigoted officer in the Italian post-office who felled him to the ground because 
he confessed to being “that damned atheist Shelley” was a figment of his own 
brain. And the celebrated nocturnal encounter at Tanyrallt with a would-be 
assassin, which has been a sad puzzle to all biographers who accept Shelley’s 
statements, is explainable only on the theory that Shelley was deliberately 
fraudulent and pierced his night-gown with the ball from his own pistol, in 
order, like Pooh-Bah, to add “ artistic verisimilitude to a bald and unconvincing 
narrative.” 


The quarrel between the romanticists and the realists is sufficiently amusing 
in view of the fact that realism in the Anglo-Saxon literature of the present 
time is simply impossible. No novelist among us dares to paint life as it really 
is. The famous words in Thackeray’s preface to “ Pendennis” are as true to-day 
as they ever were: “Since the author of Tom Jones was buried, no writer of 
fiction among us has been permitted to depict to his utmost powera Man. We 
must drape him, and give him a certain conventional simper. Society will not 
tolerate the Natural in our Art. Many ladies have remonstrated, and subscribers 
left me, because, in the course of the story, I described a young man resisting and 
affected by temptation. My object was to say that he had the passions to feel, 
and the manliness and generosity to overcome them. You will not hear—it is 
best to know it—what moves in the real world, what passes in society, in the 
clubs, colleges, mess-rooms—what is the life and talk of your sons.” The charge 
was repeated by M. Taine, and it has recently and almost simultaneously been 
revived by three well-known novelists,—Ouida in the North American Review, 
Boyesen in the Forum, and Rider Haggard in the Contemporary. 


The entire atmosphere of modern fiction in England and America is false 
and conventional. It assumes that the world is exactly the sort of place that 
it appears to the foolish eyes of a boy ora girl. In real life we have to condone 
in our friends, or haply we regard with genial charity in ourselves, faults and 
offences which as readers or writers of fiction we pretend are beyond condonation, 
almost beyond charity. In morals, in religion, even in art, few of us have the 
courage of our convictions when we have to put our convictions into print. Few 
of us dare to say in cold type what we would be quite willing to say to our friends, 
—even to an intelligent female friend. We have one way of speaking to our 
intimates, another to our acquaintances, and still another to the general public. 


Of course there is much to be said in favor of this, It is dangerous to dispel 
too early the illusions of generous-hearted boys and maidens,—to teach them too 
early that the real struggle of life is not to be heroic but to keep from being 
despicable. The history of human progress shows how Nature herself has taken 
rude men into her lap and told them nursery-tales to amuse and edify them,—has 
frightened them into doing right by shadowy threats of punishment, or bribed 
them by shadowy promises of rewards. The ideals which have clustered around 
certain semi-mythical figures have helped men in their upward struggle. Wil- 
liam Tell, and Damon and Pythias, and Pocahontas, and hundreds of other 
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gentle and gracious myths, have excited noble emotions in the breasts of the 
many who believed in them. You yourself, my dear sir, have no doubt been 
helped in youth, by the ideals you formed of older men, to that stage of com- 
parative virtue in which you may have furnished an equally unsubstantial but 
equally helpful ideal to the weaker or younger men around you. 


All this is very true, but it is only one side of the picture. In the lives of 
all of us there comes that tragic period when we wake from the golden dreams of 
youth to the dreary realities of maturity, when the contrast between the ideal 
and the real forces itself upon us with keenest irony, and the chill of disen- 
chantment settles upon heart and brain. The tragedy of this period is intensi- 
fied a thousandfold to those of us who have looked at life through the medium 
of books and taken too seriously the lessons of the latter. Because men and 
women are not what we had imagined, our faith in them goes down in black 
despair; because literature encouraged our delusions, we cast it aside as an un- 
worthy lie. 

Then I said, “TI covet truth: 

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat ; 
I'leave it behind with the games of youth.” 


This is the frame of mind which Hawthorne has portrayed in that most awful 
story “Goodman Brown.” This is the frame of mind in which the “litera- 
ture of despair’ has its origin.—Réné, Werther, Obermann, Childe Harold. 
This is the frame of mind in which cynicism is born. Heine, says Lowell, 
was ‘“‘a sentimentalist soured.” Thackeray, according to an acute French critic, 
was an idealist “ furious at having been disappointed.” 


Fiction is not real because it is realistic. So long as the conventional at- 
mosphere is retained, it comes no nearer to the truth because it details the lives 
of apothecaries and newspaper reporters and bookbinders’ apprentices than if it 
clung to the dragons and knights and ladies of old romance. Indeed, the very 
realism of its details makes it more profoundly and hopelessly unreal. Children 
are not likely to imbibe false ideals from Jack the Giant-Killer or Little Red 
Riding-hood, they are almost sure to be misled by almost any modern book that 
is written for their benefit. Therefore, if we are not brave enough, or if the 
times are not yet ripe, for the whole truth in our fiction, let us have good honest 
romance, which does not pretend to concern itself with real life. It is a blessed 
sign of the times that.the reign of the so-called realist is approaching its end, 
and that romance is coming back into fashion with Robert Louis Stevenson and 
Rider Haggard. 


‘Mr. Stevenson’s last book, “The Merry Men, and other Tales and Fables” . 
(Charles Scribner’s Sons), although not up to the level of his best work, is a 
collection of such stories as only Mr. Stevenson in these days can write. The 
first story, which gives its title to the book, is the least striking of all, in spite of 
its marvellous descriptions of Hebridean scenery, and the last, “The Treasury of 
Franchard,” is perhaps the best. Its humor is positively delightful. “Will 0’ 
the Mill” is an idyllic picture, full of the quiet humor which is so closely akin to 
pathos, “Markheim,” an eerie sketch of a murderer’s dialogue with his own 
conscience, has already become familiar to us im ‘The Broken Shaft,” and the 
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curious have traced in it the germ of “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.” “Olalla” 
and “Thrawn Janet” are stories in which an old situation is treated in a new 
and surprising manner. 


Rider Haggard is a writer of coarser fibre than Stevenson. The latter is 
an artist in words: his English is the choicest that has been written since the days 
of Thackeray and Hawthorne. Haggard is robust, masculine, picturesque. But 
he lacks repose; he lacks refinement. He has no humor, though he thinks 
he has. The reflections with which he occasionally interrupts his story are as 
puerile as those of Dickens, whom he resembles also in his love of emphasis 
and exaggeration and in an attitude of semi-jocose fathiliarity towards his 
reader. With all his faults, however, he is a welcome relief from the tea-table 
gossip of modern fiction. He is like a breath of fresh air after being shut up in 
a close drawing-room. He is a painter, not a photographer. He takes a broad 
canvas and produces splendid results. “She” is a romance of great imaginative 
power, full'of thrilling situations, of weird surprises, of rich color. The incidents 
are swiftly and vividly told; the descriptions are full of gorgeous word-painting. 
Foolish efforts have been made to disprove the originality of the book, to trace 
the parentage of the ever-young and evef-aged She to Moore’s “ Epicurean,” 
to Bulwer’s “Strange Story,” to heaven knows what. No doubt the idea is an 
old one,—as old as the Wandering Jew, and older. It is one of the common pos- 
sessions of the race. But neither Moore nor Bulwer nor Croly nor Eugene Sue 
has contributed anything to the rich vesture of passion and color and splendor 
in which this skeleton of an idea has been clothed. This is Haggard’s own; and 
it constitutes all the value of the book. 


“ Jess,” which followed hard upon the heels of “She,” is distinctly inferior. ' 
The scene is laid mainly on an ostrich-farm in the Transvaal at the time of the 
insurrection of the Boers. The tale is told in a graphic and spirited manner: it 
opens with a fight between the hero and an ostrich which is one of the cleverest 
bits of writing that Haggard has given us, and it has some descriptions of battle 
and fighting that are Homeric in their vigor. But the main incident of the story 
—that of two lovers who sacrifice their own happiness for the sake of a third who 
had the right of prior engagement—is not only hackneyed, it has long ago been 
abandoned to the third-rate lady novelists. Jess and Captain Niel are no doubt 
actuated by heroic and unselfish motives in renouncing each other because Niel 
is affianced to Bessie, the baby-faced sister of Jess, but the heroism is as mistaken 
as that of the Buddhist who tortures himself with knives and nails. Even if 
such self-sacrifice be true to life, it is wrong to hold it up for our admiration. 
Mr. Howells in “Silas Lapham” has said the authoritative word upon this sub- 
ject. Asa picture of Boer life and character, the book would be of unusual in- 
terest if we could trust the author. But his prejudice is absurd. A writer 
who represents the brave men who rose up against British rule in the Trans- 
vaal as a set of unmitigated knaves and cowards and villains is unworthy of 
credence. 
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OES Compound Oxygen always cure? Of course not. It is a rule of this 
office never to promise a cure in any case. We often give our opinion, 
that if faithfully tried, a cure may be the result. In many cases, however, we do 
not hesitate to say that we can find but little foundation upon which to build a 
hope for a cure. Even in these worse cases we generally can offer the Compound 
Oxygen as a palliative, as in nearly every instance its use mitigates the sufferings 
of the patient. 
It cannot be expected that this treatment will restore a lost limb or straighten 
a deformed one; that it will restore a perforated ear-drum or restore a lost sense. 
There are many who have chronic diseases so long that they have become more 
or less organically deranged, and with such we expect no radical restoration. Yet 
there are so large a number of this class who have received so much benefit from 
the use of the Compound Oxygen, that they bless the day when they were induced 
to try it. Their lives have been made so much more comfortable, and their suf- 
ferings so much less, that they praise the Compound Oxygen as one of their 
greatest blessings. 
Rev. J. H. Fesperman, of Statesville, North Carolina, writing June 2, 1880, 
said,— 
“In the providence of God I owe my present state of health to your Oxygen. 
I was near the gate of the grave, and, as I believe, close to the great postals. of 
eternal life, when I commenced taking what I consider the greatest of all healing 
agents, Compound Oxygen. I am not yet well, but am so much benefited that I 
cannot refrain from saying, wonderful, wonderful, wonderful medicine / Physicians 
and friends had believed that I could not live any length of time, and I am here 
yet, with my large fainily of children, and able to walk from three to four miles 
every morning. I cannot speak in terms too high of your remedy. It is true I 
am not free from a cough and pains in left breast, but I have gotten out of bed, 
where I had been most of the time for three months, and am walking about with re- 
newed strength. Cough sometimes and expectorate a curdled mucus—sometimes 
Ido not cough, but clear my throat, and the white, or rather grayish, mucus 
comes up without scarcely any effort. My flesh does not increase in proportion 
with my strength. I am strong in legs and arms, but have not gained much 
in flesh, When I first got able to be out I weighed one hundred and five 
pounds; now my weight is one hundred and thirteen pounds. . . . You may use 
the first part of this letter, if you wish, in any way you please.” 


** Porson Sprines, N.C., September 12, 1886. 

“I very greatly desire to give you a full account of my long and dangerous 
affliction, but scarcely know how to do so. I am not yet able to work or preach, 
but still believe that in the providence of God I owe my present existence to the 
Compound Oxygen. I have used this greatest of all healing agents about six 
years, during which time, I can traly say, I have received at least one hundred 
letters (some with and without stamps) inquiring about the correctness of my 
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case. These letters come from West, North, and South, and from my own native 
State, and your own splendid promptness in my case together with the great ex- 
cellency of the Oxygen caused me to answer favorably. In every instance, with- 
out hesitation, I gave a full statement of the benefit received. I know of several 
persons (one of them my near neighbor) who were very low with catarrh and 
consumption, and who have been wonderfully benefited by the Compound Oxygen. 
I may in the future write out their cases and my own and send them to you for 
publication. I have a communication from Moorsville (in this county) which 
reached me Friday, asking for information. I answer by this mail and send the 
party some of your literature. I think you would find it to your advantage to 
establish a depository with me for North and South Carolina. 
“ Respectfully, 

“ Rev. J. H. FESPERMAN.” 


The Compound Oxygen has now received a world-wide reputation for its 
efficiency in curing chronic diseases. The afflicted will find facts and testimonials 
greatly to their interest in the Treatise on Compound Oxygen, and their publica- 
tions on various diseases, which are all sent free upon application, addressed to 
Drs. Starkey & Palen, No. 1529 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


“ToKoLoey,” by Alice. B. Stockham, M.D. (Sanitary Publishing Company, 
Chicago), is a good, sensible, and, what is best of all, honest book upon a sub- 
ject which has been too often exploited by catchpenny writers. It discusses 
plainly, but with strength and purity, all physical questions of importance to 
women, and the directions and instructions which it gives are sound and practical 
and in many cases are the result of individual experience and observation. 


THE essay on “Social Life at Vassar” is the second of a series of similar 
articles to be furnished by the undergraduates of our leading colleges in com- 
petition for a prize offered by the managers of this magazine. The first, “Social 
Life at Princeton,” appeared in April. Cornell will follow in June, the Uni- 
versity of Virginia in July, Yale in August, Johns Hopkins in September, 
Williams in October, Amherst in November, the University of Pennsylvania 
in December. The article on “Social Life at Harvard,” which Mr. Barrett 
Wendell, instructor of rhetoric in that college, contributed to our January 
number, is recommended to competitors as the sort of thing they should aim 
at. But slavish imitation is not desired, and, as a similarity of subject may im- 
press these articles with too great a similarity of treatment, freshness and variety 
will be looked upon as great virtues. The two undergraduate essays which have 
so far appeared are well written and interesting, and, indeed, all the competing 
essays sent in from Princeton and Vassar were surprisingly good, and spoke well 
for the literary standard of those colleges. The managers of Lippincott’s Maga- 
zine only regretted that they could not use more than one article from each college. 


Ir is curious to note how some of the most famous books of the day were 
comparative failures on their first appearance. In many cases, of course, this 
second wind of success is explainable by the subsequent popularity gained 
through some lucky hit by the same author. Bret Harte’s “Condensed Novels,” 
for example, and his “ Luck of Roaring Camp,” had only a moderate sale until 
the “Heathen Chinee” set two continents laughing and produced a sudden 
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demand for all his former books. Similar instances abound in the literature of 
every country, But the career of “ Lorna Doone” was very different. Its author 
has written nothing since to equal it, either in critical or popular estimation, For 
a year it dragged along a slow sale. American publishers did not dare to take 
hold of it. Suddenly it jumped into popularity, was reprinted by the Messrs, 
Harper with great success, and remains to-day one of the books in constant 
demand. The novel “ Democracy” attracted little attention on its first issue, and 
was not then reprinted in England. A few years after, an English critic hap- 
pened to fall across the book. He saw its merit, and expressed his appreciation 
in an article in Blackwood. Other British journals took up the chorus of praise. 

“Democracy” was hastily reprinted in England by several houses, and enjoyed 
a large sale; the American publishers drew the plates of the book from the fire- 
proof vaults where they had rested in seclusion, and sent out edition after edition. 
The book which had fallen flat at first became more than a nine days’ wonder, 
and still sells, But the most extraordinary instance of this sort is presented by 
“Ben-Hur.” That book was well received by all the critics, but during the first 
year it sold only about fifteen hundred copies, Suddenly the public recognized 
its extraordinary merit. The sales bounded upward, and from that time to the 
present they have continued to roll on in a steady stream. No book-store can 
to-day afford to be without a copy. The demand is as certain as the demand for 
Shakespeare or the Bible. It is now ten years since the first issue of “‘ Ben-Hur,” 
and the sales last year were greater than ever. The “ Fool’s Errand” was considered 
a marvellous success in its day, but that day has nearly waned. “Lven “ Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin” has lost some of its interest since the conditions which called it into 


being have passed away. But the interest of “Ben-Hur” is a perennial one. 
There seems to be no reason why it should not go on selling at the same ratio so 
long as English is the Janguage of our country. Altogether the book is the most 
phenomenal success of the present century. 


Horsrorp’s Acip PHosPHATE.—Beware of imitations. Imitations and 
counterfeits have again appeared. Be sure that the word “ HorsForD’s” is on 
the wrapper. None are genuine without it. 


In these days, when the question of domestic help is a vital one, it may be 
interesting to note that the humorous sketch entitled “ My Lady’s-Maid,” which 
appeared in last month’s Lippincott, was exactly what it purported to be, a true 
story, without a word of embellishment or exaggeration. In the present number 
“The Madisons’ Butler” is founded absolutely on fact. “ Everything in the tale 
is true,” the author writes to us, “ except the slight romance which I indicated at 
the end.” Mrs. Bigelow, by the way, is the “Daniel Buxton” whose story of 
“ Mars and Mammon” attracted such general attention in the pages of Outing. 


Horsrorp’s AciD PHosPHATE IN NERVOUS DEBILITY.—Dr. 8. E. Syl- 
vester, Portland, Maine, says, “I have used it in nervous debility with most satis- 
factory results.” 


NOTHING more interesting can be seen in New York than the Old London 
Street which is entered through “ Bishopsgate” at 728-730 Broadway. The ex- 
terior is a reproduction of the famous Bishopsgate in its original state before it 
was rebuilt in 1785. You enter and find yourself in a street of old London, with 
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houses of quaint medisval aspect on each hand. Your interest is intensified by 
finding that these houses are exact reproductions of some of the historic build- 
ings as they appeared in the days of their greatest glory. Here are the “Old 
Queen’s Head,” in which Sir Walter Raleigh sat and smoked, the “ Tabard Inn,” 
immortalized by Chaucer, the “ Falcon” and the “ Devil” taverns, of Shake- 
spearean memory, the “Old Cock Tavern,” the homes of Shakespeare, Izaak 
Walton, Dick Whittington, Oliver Cromwell, and Paul Pindar, Wapping Old 
Stairs, the Gunpowder-Plot House, Old Hungerford Market, and many other 
places whose names have a delightfully familiar ring to them, and which in the 
London of to-day have either ceased to exist or have been altered beyond recog- 
nition. The place is not only one of extraordinary fascination, it is a liberal 


' education to visit it. : 


HorsForp’s AciD PHOSPHATE produces sweet and natural sleep. Dr. C. 
R. Dake, Belleville, Ilinoig, says, “I have found it, and it alone, to produce sweet 
and natural sleep in cases of wakefulness caused by overwork of the brain, which 
often occurs with active professional and business men.” 


THE Atlantic Monthly for March, 1886, opened with an anonymous story 
entitled “ A Brother to Dragons,” which excited wide-spread interest among the 
readers of current literature. Asan imitation of old English it was as admirable 
a tour de force as Charles Reade’s “ Clouds and Sunshine” or Blackmore’s “ Lorna 
Doone,” whilé the story itself was of such unusual beauty and strength that it was 
evident a new genius had arisen in American literature. It was not long before 
it was discovered -that this new genius was Miss Amélie Rives, a young lady of 
Virginia, who thus added another to that brilliant band of young writers that are 
conferring distinction on the South. In an early number of Lippincott’s Maga- 
zine a new story from the same pen will appear. Itis entitled “ The Farrier Lass 
o’ Piping Pepworth,” and, though in a different vein from “ A Brother to Dragons,” 
it is equal if not superior in interest and literary value, and will undoubtedly 
create a similar sensation. 


HorsForp’s ACID PHOSPHATE IN GENERAL DEBILITY.—Dr. E. W. Hill, 
Glens Falls, New York, says, “I have used it in cases of nervous and general 
debility, and always with success. I consider it an excellent remedy for atonic 
dyspepsia, or any low state of the system.” 
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$10,000 Death by Accident. 
$10,000 Loss of Both Hands. 
$10,000 Both Feet. 
$10,000 Hand and Foot. 
$5,000 Hand or Foot. 
$5,000 Both Eyes. 
$1,300 One Eye. 
‘$2,500 Permanent Total Disability. 
$50 a Week Temporary Total Disability. 


These amounts of Indemnity are provided by the Policies of the 


UNITED STATES MUTUAL ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION, 


820 and 322 Broadway, N.Y., 


at a cost to members, in the preferred occupations, of about $26 a year, which 
may be made in one payment or in instalments. One-half or one-quarter of 


above insurance at proportionate rates. 
Membership Fee, $5 for each $5000 Policy. 
JAMES R. PITCHER, CHARLES B. PEET, 
Sec. and Gen. Manager. : President. 


PEOPLE TAKE 


Two very serious risks, who allow themselves to become Constipated, and then 
attempt to remedy the trouble with some violent purgative. They take the risk, 
in the first place, of inflammation of the Bowels; and, in the second place, of 
weakening the muscular power of the intestines. Ayer’s Pills 


As a Regulator, 


relieve and prevent Constipation. They are prompt in their action, and, being 
purely vegetable, may be safely administered to young children as well as to adults. 


Capt. J. H. Blake, of the steamer{ Mrs. M.D. Coder, P. M., Glenwood, 
Raphael, New York City, says : ‘“‘I can- | Idaho Territory, writes : ‘I have great 
not find any remedy. for Constipation, | faith in your medicines, and frequently 
to take the place of Ayer’s Pills, and | remark to my husband that if he wishes 
should not consider my medicine chest | to keep me alive, he must keep me in 
complete without them.” Ayer’s Pills.’’ 

Dr. J. O. R. Stetson, of Pittsburgh, | Jules Hauel, the celebrated perfumer, 
Pa., writes: ‘I believe Ayer’s Pills to be | of Philadelphia, says: ‘‘I have found 
the safest and best medicine known for | Ayer’s Cathartic Pills to be a better 
that large variety of disorders where a |family medicine for common use than 
cathartic is required.” any other within my knowledge. They 

R. F. Robertson, Druggist, Mount | are not only efficient but safe and pleas- 
Cross, Va., has sold Ayer’s Pills for the | ant to be taken —qualities which must 
last sixteen years. He says: ‘They | make them valued by the public.” 
give satisfaction in every instance.| ‘Ayér’s Pills,” writes Morris Gates, 
Most of my customers refuse to have|of Downsville, N. Y., “cured me of 
any others.’”’ Stomach and Liver troubles.” 


Ayer’s Pills, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggists and Dealers in Medicine, 
17 
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THE PROPHYLACTIC TOOTH BRUSH. 
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(Adults’ and Children’s Sizes.) A prophylactic, as it will thoroughly clean between 
’ the teeth. Recommended by the most eminent dentists. For 
sale by all dealers in Toilet Goods. Send for our circulars and direc- 


) tions for use. FT.O 
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SEOPPING BY MATIEI! 
Articles of all descriptions can be purchased to advantage through 
MISS F. CORNISH, 1512 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. No additional 
charge for services. Send for Circular. 





THE BEST CALICOES. 
WM. SIMPSON & SONS, 


SILVER GRAYS AND BLACK AND WHITES 


MOURNING PRINTS. 
NOVELTIES IN 


HDDYSTONE 


FANCY PRINTS. 
FAST COLORS. 
HOW TO INCREASE YOUR SALARY, 


INCREASE YOUR WORK TO YOUR EMPLOYER. 
DO THIS by MAKING YOURSELF QUICK at FIGURES. 





HOW TO BECOME 


QUICK-4t FIGURES 


Nota “lightning calculator,” but a collection of 
rules and suggestions, giving the shortest, quickest, 
and best method for every-day busi transac- 


’ AMERICAN 
D EXON S GRAPHITE PENCILS. 








al 


Unequalled for smooth and tough leads. If your stationer 

does not keep them, mention Liprincott’s MAGAzINs 

and send 16 cents for samples worth double the money. 
JOS. DIXON CRUCIBLE CO., Jersgy City, N. J. 


Al] LADIES, GENTLEMEN, AND BOYS 


will find something they need in our new cata- 
logue of housekeeping and useful articles, hardware 
specialties and novelties. Send stamp for copy. 


WEBSTER HARDWARE AND SPECIALTY CO., 
59 Murray 8t., New York City. 











“YOU NEED ONE.’ 


Your Monogram Rubber Stamp, with 
pads and indelible ink, 3 letter designs, 

1.00; 2 letter designs, 50 cents. Three- 

lade Knife, a novelty combined with 
your name, for marking linen, $1.00 by 
mail. Agents send 1o cents for 80-page 
catalogue. 


F. P. HAMMOND & CO., Aurora, Ill. 





tions. Just such information as every business 
man should possess, and every boy be taught, but 
not to be found in school-bcoks, 


READ CONDENSED TABLE OF CONTENTS. 


ADDITION.—Drill Table, From left to right. Gen- 
Rules. Grouping. Ledger columns. ightning 
method. Results only. The easy method. With 
periods. 2 and 3 columns at once. Amusing Arith- 
metic. Bank transactions. Bills of exchange. Brokers’ 
technicalities. 

INTEREST.—Bankers’ method. By cancellation. 
Common method. For days only. More or less than 60 
days. Partial payments. To find the principal. To 
find the rate. To find the time. Vermont rule. 6 per 
cent. method. $12.00 rule, or lightning method, Mark- 
ing goods. 

MULTIPLICATION.—Aliquct parts. Contractions. 
Cross method. Sliding method. uaring. When the 
tens are alike. Table of multiples. 


Price, $1.00, post-paid. All dealers. 


NIMS & KNIGHT, Troy, N. Y. 








KIMBALL’S SATIN 


STRAIGHT CUT CIGARETTES 


‘ People of refined taste who 
my) desire exceptionally fine cigar- 
Mm ettes should use only our 
Mee Straight Cut, put up in satin 
packets and boxes of 10s, 20s, 
50s, and 100s. 

14 Prize Medals. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 
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GENTS WANTED! DOUBLE QUICE! tosell 


OE HOWARD'S BEECHE 


Infinitely the most valuable because so closely from 
family circle and bya master hand ina “Lal 
of Love. on Fy na. Sat sell immensely. A. is 4 
ord aw easil made. circul 
Word. or ontitto HUBBARD BROS., Pabe., Philedelphits 
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The Flynt Waist or True Corset 


Pat. Jan. 6, 1874; Pat. Feb. zs, 1876. 


as the most SCIENTIFIC WAIST 
_ or CORSET known. 


uACUy LASUOO 70 
LSIVA OIZILNAIOS 380u oy} sv 
suvyorsfyd ywourme £q poszopuy Ayyeszeayun sy 


Is universally indersed by eminent physicians 


No. 1 represents a high-necked garment. No. 2, a low- 
necked one, which admits of being high in the back, and 
low front. No. 3 is to illustrate our mode of adj usting 
the “ Flynt Hose Support’’ each side of the hip, also, the 
most correct way to apply the waist-bands for the drawers, 
under and outside petticoats and dress skirt. No. 4 shows 
the Flynt Extension and Nursing Waist, Hose Suppor by 
mothers. No. 5, the Misses’ Waist, wich ose Sup 
attached. No. 6, how we dress very littl le. a? 
illustrates how the warp threads of the fabric cross at 
right angles in the back, insuring in every waist THE 
MOST SUCCESSFUL SHOULDER-BRACE a CONSTRUCTED. 

&@ Our “ Manual,” containing 46 pages of readi 
matter, relating to the subject of tra ienic Modes o} 
Under-dressing, mailed free to any shgddan or lady. 
Mrs. O. P. F YNT, 3t9 err Ave., Boston, Mass. 


“a rc POUND, 


[ so, send us six cénts (to 


pay postage, etc.) and we 
| will forward you our com- 
plete set of simples, represent- 


ing in the various styles and sizes 


more 950 VARIETIES &* te 


finest 
OUT (lf ons and American papers, 
with full information as to sizes, 
number of sheets to the pound, 
cost of envelopes to match, etc. 
Our papers range in price from 
15 cents per pound upwards. 
SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS 
to parties getting up a club or 
. ordering large quantities, 
Postage on Paper is only 16 cents per pound. 


SAMUEL WARD COMPANY 


(OLD STAND WARD & GAY), 


STATIONERS, ENGRAVERS, 


AND 


BLANK BOOK MANUFACTURERS. 


4@Wedding Announcements, Visiting Cards, Monograms, 
Dance Orders, etc., a Specialty. 











Correspondence Solicited. 
References : Mercantile Agencies, or any Bank in Boston. 





SILK DEPARTMENT. 
JAMES McCREERY & C0. 


are showing an entirely new fabric 
appropriate ‘for Spring and Summer 
wear and in designs which are exclu- 
sively controlled by them. 


This article is largely composed of 
Tussah Silk,—is light and pleasant in 
texture,—and can be used for either 
plain or combination costumes. 


The prices range from $1 to $2 per 
yard. 


An examination respectfally invited. 
Orders by mail promptly filled. 


James McCreery & Co, 
BROADWAY AND ELEVENTE Sf, 


New York. 





Shaping One’s Own Opinion 
OUTSIDE OF PRESS OR PUBLIC WRITINGS, 


A 6oc. interest in our Wherewithal Port- 
folio (Gilt-Cloth-Silicate) will make the Ideal 
Teacher, Scholar, or Thinker. Finding it as 
represented, give your friend the suggestion 
to possess it. Also your school representative, 
that he may vote for its contemporary chart 
system, for use upon blackboards in schools by 
contract. 

We publish but two specialties,—the Where- 
withal, 60c., and Fifteen Minutes, Sunday Work, 
$3. 00,—the first secular, the last religious. 


THE WEEREWITGAL MPG, PUB, C0,, 


PHILADELPHIA 
Mention “ Liprincort’s Macazine.”* 


Beautif.l and Lasting for ORNAMENTING 
WINDOWS, DOORS, TRANSOMS, Etec. 





SUBSTITUTE 


AT SMALL COST. Send for ag ene —_ 
and Prices. Samples by mail, 


W. C. YOUNG, See ee as rae St 
Agents Wanted Everywhere. 
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Gate City Stone Filter Co. 


MANUFACTORY AND DEPOT AT 
Union Porcelain Works, Greenpoint, 3.7, 
SALESROOMS AT 
46 MURRAY ST, NEW YOBK CITY. 
DON'T DRINK IMPURE WATER. 
THE BEST FILTER EYER INVENTED. 


Chose com for the Kitchen. 
with Ice- 
Chambers, for “Dini ining-Rooms 


Lasts a lifetime without change. 


NO METAL USED. 


All Common Metals Generate 
POISON when in contact with 


ater. 
4@NO CHARCOAL, Sand, 
or other Compound used. They 


j Absor 
ra Foul ast 


We are children earuti oin in 
“onan a, 


pears |. delight a a 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP; “daily used 
with warm water for bathing infants and by other 
persons who, from delicateness of skin, or who are 
otherwise predisposed to skin diseases,—particu- 
larly with regard to the various forms of sebor- 
rhoea, eczema, and tinea of the scalp (to which 
young children are most liable),—is a potent pre- 
ventive. It is also an efficacious remedy in the 
treatment of such diseases.”—The Sanitarian, 
New York. 


Sold by Druggiste. 25 cents. Sample by mail, ¢ 


+ | cents. Pamphlet and colored card on application. 


HATUBAL “STONE, pe 
is as easily cleaned as a 
water-pail. 

The Union Porcelain Works manu- 
facture China Tableware for Families 
and Hotels. Fine Porcelain Dinner 
Sets in stock and made to order. 


THE PACKER MFG. C0., 
100 Fulton Street, 


NEW YORE. 


No 





OUR AMERICAN HOMES AND HOW TO 
FURNISH THEM, | 


English Brass Beds. 




















RJ. HORNER & C0, 
61 63, and 65 West 23d Street, 


ZEW YORE, 


have now on exhibition a fall line of 
Brass Beds of their own importation, 
in all sizes, at exceedingly moderate 


prices. An inspection solicited. 


Catalogue with Cuts forwarded on application. 
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GOOD STEAM-HEATING SAVES YOUR HEALTH. 
ys Mo Coal Gas, No Smoke. No Dust. No Bugineer or Skilled Labor is Required. 





CARA 


A 


(" 


Send for Illustrated Catalogue and References. 


dyents Wen.ed Mverywhere. 


10 Barclay St., New York. © 


s. 
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The Sargent Manufacturing Company’s 


SPECIALTIES. 
NECESSITIES, COMFORTS, LUXURIES. 


A... 


Fic. 2. 

Figs. r and 2.—Sargent’s Monarch Re- 
clining Chair, As an ordinary easy-chair 

i or for invalids’ use it is the finest Reclining 
Chair in the world, Over 300 positions. 
Prices, $50 to $125. We have also a — 
variety of other styles of Reclining C 
from $10 up. 

Fig. 3.—Sargent’s Carrying Chairs. 
The occupant can be comfortably carried 
up and down stairs. Prices, $10 to $25. 

Fig. 4.—Sargent’s Rolling Chairs. We 
represent but two of the largest assortment 
and the best make in the world. Prices, 
$16 to $100. 

Fig:.5.—Sargent’s Invalids’ Beds. To 
form a correct idea of its completeness, you 
should send for our Catalogue. 

Fig. peg SS oa Solid Comfort Back 
Rest and Folding Bed Tray. ese are, 
indeed, of inestimable value in the sick- 
room. Prices: Back Rests, No. 1, plain 
$4; No. 2, with arms, $5; No. 3, with hea 
rests, $5; No. 4, with both arms and head 
rests, $6. Zvays, No. 1, 15x25 inches, $3; 

No. 2, 17x28 inches, $4—in black walnut or 
ash. pay om $1 extra, 

Fig. 7.—Zarth Closets. Made under the 
Moule patents, which are unquestionably 
the best. Price, $35. 

Fig. 8.—Sargent’s Sanitary Commode. . 
The only Commodes made which are abso- 

lutely odorless. We make all kinds as well. Prices, $5 to $25. 

Fig. 9.—Sargent’s Table Universelle. A marvel of utility 

and beauty for the library or sick-room. 

Fig. 10.—A Place for the Dictionary. Adjustable as well to 
ki any book, any height or any angle. Price, $5. 
= Fig. 11.—Dictionary Holder with Refer- 
t | ence-Book Revolving Case. One of the 
, . i most useful and practical things for any- 
2 body’s use. Price, $9. 

Fig. 13.— The Perfection Adjustable 
Reading and Writing Desk. Can be at- 
tached to any chair. The only real good 
one in the market. Price, $3.50 to $s. 

Fig. 14.—The Cabinet Revolving Book- 
Case. Three sizes. Prices, $16, $19, and $22. 

NOTE.—These cuts can give but a fai of 
our extensive stock. We have the most complete 

is in the world for the comfort and 


in detail with prices, etc. Sent free by 
ing 
THE SARGENT MANUFACTURING CO., 
814 and 816 Broadway, New York. 


z& 


Fic. 12. 

THE ORIGINAL 
UTILITY 
Adjustable-Folding Table. 
PRICE, $6 UP. 
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\ 


This WONDERFUL FUCHSIA produces the largest and most magnificent flowers of any variety in cultivation, 
often measuring three inches in diameter. The sepals are very bright carmine, with a corolla of bright psa 
ple. The ae is a strong, robust grower, free blooming, and the flower stems are not short as is the case with som 

The Fuchsia Phenomenal which I purchased last ay I am more than satisfied with. It has had thirty full. 
blown flowers, and has now seventy buds, large and small. It is greatly admired by every one who sees it,”—Mrs, 
F. B., New Berlin, N. ¥. Plants, 30 cents each, by mail. Six for $1.50. Twelve for $2.50, all prepaid. Every 
purchaser will receive copy of Vick’s Floral Guide for 1887, free (if desired), by mentioning the fact. 


Floral Guide for 1887 


Now reaay, contains 2 Colored Plates, hundreds of Illustrations, and nearly 200 pagee—S2 pertaining to Garden- 
ing and Flower Culture, and over 150 containing an Illustrated List of nearly all the AND VEGETA- 


BLES grown, with directions how to grow them, where the best SEEDS, PLANTS, AND BULBS 


can be procured, with prices of each." This book mailed free 

on receipt of 10 cents, and the 10 cents may be deducted from the first order sent us. adh one interested in a 
garden, or who desires good, fresh seeds, should have this work. We refer to the millions of persons who have 
planted our seeds. BUY ONLY VICK’S SEEDS AT HEADOUARTERS. 


JAMES VICK, SEEDSMAN, Floral Ave., Rochester, N. Y. 
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G. A. R., 
S. of V., 
Band and 
Military 
UNIFORMS 





Our American Homes 
and How to Furnish Them.” 


FURNITUR 






Special Announcement. Ready-Made 
or to Order. 

R. J. Horner & Co. o 
are prepared to fill orders for Furni- Muskets and 
ture and Decorations of the high Artis- 
tic character and quality demanded by Accoutrements 
the educated taste of the present day, for 
and at surprisingly moderate prices. . 
The requirements of all classes will be Firing Squads, 
met. The cheaper lines of Furniture sS Tents Flags 
supplied will be as carefully finished _ . ‘ 
and in as good taste as the highest- ——— and Regalia, 





class productions of their workshops. Mlustated catalogue and samples, with full 

, : ‘led 

61, 63, and 65 West 23d St.,| ceipt of 2-centstamp, 
Close by Elevated Station, 6th PITKIN & THOMAS, 


Rene EE See 45 South Second St., Phila., Pa. 
NEW YOR EB. | Mention this Macaziunz. 


THE MANHATTAN 
LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, 


OF NEW YORE, 

WAS ORGANIZED IN 1850, AND HAS ACCUMULATED 
Assets of over $11,000,000, with a Net Surplus over all 
liabilities of $2,300,000, by the valuation of the 
New York Insurance Department. 


POINTS FOR AN INSURER TO CONSIDER: 
AN ORDINARY LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 


Provides an estate for your dependents after your death, free from the claims of creditors. 


AN ORDINARY ENDOWMENT POLICY 


Provides for death, and also for one’s advancing years, but at a heavy outlay. 


THE MANHATTAN’S NEW PLAN 
Offers both advantages combined in one, and at a very much reduced cost. 

THIS new policy is superior to ordinary Life Insurance, because you need not ‘‘die to win.” Supe- 
rior to ordinary Endowment Insurance, because much less expensive. y 


SUPERIOR TO “TONTINE” INSURANCE, 

First.—Because the results are not estimated, but fixed in a positive contract. 

Second.—Because, after three years, there is no forfeiture of payments on discontinuance of the 
policy, a Cash or Paid-up value being guaranteed by the New York law. Business men appre- 
ciate the advantages of this new form of insurance and are largely investing in it, because,— 
annual deposit is practically saved, while it secures needed insurance during a designated period. 

JAMES M. McLEAN, President. 
H. Y. WEMPLE, Secretary. - J. L. HALSEY, First Vice-Pres. 
S. N. STEBBINS, Actuary. H. B. STOKES, Second Vice-Pres. 
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COMFORT CORSET 


NO BONES TO BREAK. 
LATEST STYLE. 
Ladies who have not been 
fitted with this Corset do not 
realize the advantages it has 
over any other Corset. 


There are other Corsets 
without bones, but none so 
shaped as to fit the form 
like the Comrort CorsEt. 

It has a variety of shoul- 
der sizes for each waist size, 

y@ so as to meet the require- 
a ments of a tapering waist, as 
= Well as of a straight form. 

The principle of following 
the form from a given waist- 
measure is peculiar to this 
Corset, and is one of the 

8 SECURED BY PATENT. 

: J No ether Corset has more 

yay wie AU: than one size at the top for 

i ii anyone waist size, conse- 

quently the variety of forms cannot be 80 well fitted 
‘with any other Corset. 

It has all the style and taste of any French Cor- 
set, and yet combines ease and Comfort with ele. 
gance and shape. 

The same principle applies to our 
MISSES? COMFORT CORSETS 
and CHILDS WAISTS, 


Manufactured and for sale by BOSTON COM. 
FORT CORSET CO., Boston, Mass. 
aa Send for Descriptive Circular 
showing prices and styles, with directions for meas- 


urement. Name this paper. Also for sale by lead- 
ing Dry Goods Houses throughout the country. 





to the diagonal - 

mo ity of the cloth ergy 
ents cover exclusively) 

the Corset requires no 

breaking in. 


I Fits PERFECTLY 


e First Time Worn. 
Money returned seller af- 
ter 10 days’ wear, if not found 
the most perfect-fitting, 
healthful and comfort- 

Corset 


Crotty Bros, CHICAGO, ILL. 





A complete gar- 
ment in itself, 
worn under corset 


work 
No. 1.—Misses’ Bust Measure, 27 to 38, $0.90 
No. 2.—Ladies’ Bust Measure, 34 to 39, 100 AGE 

No. 8.—Ladies’ Bust Measure, 40 to 46, 1.25 WANTED. 
M. DEWEY, Manufacturer, 214 Ogden ‘Avenue, Chicago. 


TOKOLOG Complete LADIES’ GUID 





E. 
Alice B. Stockham, M.D. The 
very best book for Agents, cane free. Cloth, 
$2.00; morocco, $2.75. SANITAR FUS. 00.,Chicage. 


¢ SEND STAMP FOR OUR 


DISCOUNT SHEET 


ON LAWN TENNIS, 
Bicycles, Tricycles, Velocipedes, &c., &c. 





Don’r Buy these goods until you have seen our: List i) 
High Prices. | ‘ 


and DISCOUNT SHEET. No need of Paying 


I, WILEINSON (0,, 2? STATE STREET, 


Chicago, Il. 





BUSINESS AND PROFESSIONAL MEN 
AND THEIR WIVES, 


WHO VALUE 


Health, Exercise, and Pleasure, 


oar 


IES 





will do well to send for the New 
Spring Catalogue of 


COLUMBIA 
Bicycles and Tricycles. 


POPE MFG. CO., 
Boston, New York, Chicago, Hartford. 


THINK FOR YOURSELF. 
_ ASENSIBLE WOMAN 





bees NOW IN Uae. 
in eat ree 
to 
ps LEADING 
bind RETAILERS 
A ~Y FER 1S BROS ,Manutacterers, 


RGUALL FIEND B00 GIEARO, 








HAVE YOU HAD TROUBLE 


IN SECURING PERFECT-FITTING 


CORSETS? 


I make them exactly to your 
measure. Corsets for. the 

7 stout, the slender, or the de- 
formed. A perfect fit guar- 
anteed or money refunded. 
Fine Corsets a~ spe is 
Send for description and rules 
of measurement. 


FRANK W. GRACIE, 


Cleveland, Ohio. 
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The following are the claims made for Madame Rowley’s Toilet 
Mask, and the grounds on which it is recommended to 
ladies for Beautifying, Bleaching, and Pre- 
serving the Complexion. 


First. The Mask is Soft and Flexible in form, and can be Easily Applied and Worn 
without Discomfort or Inconvenience. 

SECOND. It is durable and does not dissolve or come asunder, but holds its original mask 
shape. 
Turen. It has been Analyzed by Eminent Scientists and Chemical Experts and pro- 
nounced Perfectly Pure and Harmless. 
FourTH. With ordinary care the Mask will Last for Years, and its VALUABLE PROP- 


ERTIES Never Become Impaired. 
FirtH. The Mask is protected by letters patent, and is the Only Genuine article of the 


kind. 
SIXTH. It is Recommended by Eminent 


. Physicians and Scientific Men as a SUBSTI- 
TUTE FOR INJURIOUS COSMETICS. 

SEVENTH. The Mask is a Natural Beauti- 
fier, for Bleaching and Preserving the Skin and 
Removing Complexional Imperfections. 

EIGHTH. Its use cannot be detected by the 
closest scrutiny, and it may be worn with Perfect 
Privacy, if desired. 

NINTH. The Mask is sold at a moderate price, 
and is to be PURCHASED BUT ONCE. 

TENTH. Hundreds of dollars uselessly ex- 
pended for cosmetics, lotions, and like preparations, 
may be saved its possessor. 

ELEVENTH. Ladies in every section of the 
country are using the Mask with gratifying results. 

TWELFTH. It is safe, simple, cleanly, and effec- 
tive for beautifying purposes, and never injures the 
=x ” most delicate skin. 

Li THIRTEENTH. While it is intended that the 

Mask should be Worn During Sleep, it may be 

The Toilet Mask in Position to the Face. applied WITH EQUAL GOOD RESULTS at any 
time, to suit the convenience of the wearer. 

FouRTEENTH. The Mask has received the testimony of well-known society and profes- 
sional ladies, who proclaim it to be the greatest discovery for beautifying purposes ever vouch- 
safed to womankind. 

COMPLEXION BLEMISHES may be hidden imperfectly by cosmetics and powders, 
but can only be removed permanently by the Toilet Mask. By its use every kind of spots, 
impurities, roughness, etc., vanish from the skin, leaving it soft, clear, brilliant, and beautiful. 
It is harmless, costs little, and saves its user money. It prevents and removes wrinkles, and is 
both a complexion preserver and beautifier. Famous society ladies, actresses, belles, etc., use it. 






Valuable Illustrated Treatise, with proofs and full 
particulars, mailed free by 


THE TOILET MASK COMPANY, 


“4 
K 
rm y/ Broadway and 27th Street, New York. 





5 zy “) % ; Nei 5 
[See SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE TREATISE. (eebc Greene 
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STORY AND CLARK CHRISTIE & CO.’S 
ORGANS. _ PIANOS. 


A. G. CLEMMER’S 


PIANO AND ORGAN ROOMS, 


_ 1423 CHESTNUT STREET, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 











We make a specialty of fancy wood cases in Mahogany, Cocobola, 
Rosewood, French Walnut, etc. 

Our prices are reasonable, and terms easy if so desired. 

We don’t think you are acting wisely to deprive yourself and family the 
pleasures and advantages of music, when $ro monthly will purchase a first- 
class piano, and $5 monthly an elegant organ. _ 

We shall be glad to have you call and examine our fine stock, or will send 


you descriptive catalogues, if you will kindly write for such. 


Marvin’s Jewel Cabinets. 








Our new style Jewelry Safe is a handsome cabinet 
made of mahogany, ebony, walnut or other wood, 
having door with key lock. Inside the cabinet is 
placed the safe, which is velvet-lined, and has best 
combination lock. They should be seen to be fully 
appreciated, 


MARVIN’S 


ORNAMENTAL HOUSE SAFES 


FOR SILVER-WARE. 


These safes are made in several styles and hand- 
somely finished with moulding, base-board to cover 
the wheels, and marble slab. The lock and handle 
are covered with a fine bronze medallion, and the 
entire safe presents the appearance of a beautiful 
piece of furniture. The interior is fitted with shelves 
and drawers covered with velvet. The filling is our 
patented ‘A-A-P,” and is absolutely free from 
dampness in all climates. They are secured with 
Combination Lock of 1,000,000 charges. _ 


Marvin Safe Company, 
727 CHESTNUT ST, Phila, Ps. 


NEW YORK. } Established mals Contury. 
LONDON. 
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HAT 
AILS © 
YOU? 


gg S Jow-spirited, lifeless, and 
indescribably miserable, both physically and men- 
tally; experience a sense of Iness or bloatin 

after eating, or of “ goneness,’”’ or emptiness 0: 

stomach in the morning, tongue coated, bitter or 
bad taste in mouth, irregular appetite, dizziness, 
frequent headaches, blurred eyesight, “floating 
specks”’ before the eyes, nervous prostration or 
exhaustion, irritability of temper, hot flushes, al- 
ternating with chilly sensations, sharp, biting, tran- 
sient pains here and there, cold feet, drowsiness 
after meals, wakefulness, or distur' and unre- 
freshing sleep, constant, indescribable feeling of 
fread, or ot impending calamity ? 

If you have all, or any considerable number of 
these symptoms, you are suffering from that most 
common of American maladies—Bilious Dyspepsia, 
or Torpid Liver, associated with Dyspepsia, or In- 
digestion. The more complicated your disease has 
become, the greater the number and diversity of 
symptoms. o matter what stage it has reached 

r. Pierce’s Golden Medi Discovery will 
subdue it, if taken ageerding to directions for a 
reasonable length of time. If not cured complica- 
tions multiply, and Consumption of the Lungs, 

kin Diseases, Heart Disease, Rheumatism, Kidney 
Disease, or other grave maladies are quite liable to 
pod —_ and, sooner or later, induce a fatal termi- 
nation. 

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery 
acts powerfully upon the Liver, and through that 
great blood purifying organ, cleanses the system of 
all blood-taints and impurities, from whatever cause 
arising. It is equally efficacious in acting upon the 
Kidneys, and other excretory organs, cleansing, 
strengthening, and healing their diseases. As an 
appetizing, restorative tonic, it promotes digestion, 





Do you feel dull, lan 





strength. In malarial districts, this wonderful 
Fever and Amie Chill aed Foner, Dumb Acne 
and kindred diseases, Wy 

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery 


GURES ALL HUMORS, 


from a common Blotch, or Eruption, to the worst 
Salt-rheum, ‘“ Fever-sores,” Scaly or 


ca b: 
blood, are conquered by this powerful, puri? ing, 
and invigorating medicine. Great Eating Ulcers 
rapidly heal under its benign influence. Es 
has it manifested its potency in curing Tetter, Ec- 
zema, Erysipelas, Boils, anaes, Sore Eyes, 
Scrofulous Sores and Cwellings, Hip Joint Disease, 
“White Swellings,’”’ Goitre, or Thick Neck, and En- 
larged Glands. nd ten cents in stamps for a 
Treatise, with colored plates, on Skin Diseases, or 
p wo ag amount for a Treatise on Scrofulous Af- 

ections. 


CONSUMPTION, 


which is Scrofula of the Lun 
cured by this remedy, if taken in the earlier ay 
of the d . From its marvelous power over 
terribly fatal disease, when first offering this now 
world-famed remedy tothe public, Dr. Pierce thought 
seriously of calling it his ‘CONSUMPTION CURE,” 
but abandoned that name as too restrictive fora 
medicine which, from its wonderful combination of 
tonic, or strengthening, alterative, or blood-cleans- 
ing anti-bilious, pectoral, and nutritive properties, 
is uncqualed, not only as a remedy for Consump- 
tion, but for all Chronic Diseases of the 


LIVER, BLOOD, AND LUNGS. 


For Weak Lungs, Spitting of Blood, Shortness of 
Breath, Chronic N Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 
Severe Coughs, and kindred affections, it is an effi- 
cient remedy. Sold by Drugyists, at $1.00, or Six 
Bottles for $5.00. 

"Send ten cents in stamps for Dr. Pierce’s book 
on Consumption. Address, 


World’s Dispensary Medical Association, 


No. 663 Main Street, 
BUFFALO, N. Y. 











and nutrition, thereby building up both flesh an 
Reward 
Dean oa 


$ 5 0 is offered by 


the manufacturers of Dr. Sage’s 
Catarrh Remedy, fora case of 
Chronic Nasal Catarrh, which they 
cannot cure. 


SYMPTOMS OF CATARRH.— Dull, heavy 
headache, obstruction of the nasal passages, dis- 
charges falling from the head into the throat, some- 
times profuse, watery, and acrid, at others, thick, 
tenacious, mucous,’ purulent, bloody and putrid; 
the eyes are weak, watery and inflamed; there is 
ringing in the ears, deafness, hacking or coughing 
to clear the throat, expectoration of offensive 
matter. together with scabs from ulcers; the voice 
is changed and has a nasal twang; the breath is 
offensive; smell and taste are impaired; there is a 
sensation of dizziness, with mental depression, a 
hacking cough, and general debility. nly a few 
of the above-named symptoms are likely to be 
present in any one case. Thousands of cases an- 
nually, without manifesting half of the above 
symptoms, result in consumption, and end in the 
grave. No disease is so common, more deceptive 
and dangerous, less understood, or more unsuc- 
cessfully treated by physicians. 

By its mild, soothing, and healing properties, Dr. 
Sage’s Catarrh Remedy cures the worst cases of 
Catarrh, *“‘ cold in the head, Coryza, and 
Catarrhal Headache. 

Sold by druggists everywhere: 50 cents. 











«THE ORIGINAL 


d AeYCeS LITTLE 
ute So2SeSS LIVER 


GNCtS PILLS. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. ALWAYS ASK 
FOR DR. PIERCE’S PELLETS, OR LITTLE 
SUGAR-COATED PILLS. 


Being entjrely vegetable, they operate 
whit eaisurbanes to oe system, diets oF occu- 
pation. Put up in glass vials, hermeti y sealed. 
Always fresh and reliable. As a laxative, al- 
terative, o: purgative, these little Pellets give 
the most perfect satisfaction. 


Sick Headache, 


bilious headache, dizzi- 
ness, constipation, bile 
fous attacks, and all de- 
rangements of the stomach and 
bowels, are promptly relieved 
and permanently cured by the 
use of Dr. Pierce’s Pi 

Purgative Pellets. In expla- 
nation of the remedial power © ~*~ 
of these Pellets over so t a variety of d 

it may truthfully be said that their action upon 
the system is universal, not a gland or tissue ¢ 
caping their sanative influence. Sold by drug- 
gists, for twenty-five cents a vial. 
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DREER’S 


have been sown by some successful cultivators for 
test care, the 
minate in new and improved sorts and “> onion and 


selected with the 
enable us to di 


varieties, protecting the customer from all .impositions. 
Calendar for 1887, offeri: 
Catalogue 


Garden 
cents in stamps. Seed 


Seedsman and Florist. 


GARDEN SEEDS 


nearly a half-century. They are 
uality being the first consideration. Our trial grounds 


Give them a tri: reer’s 
everything for the Garden and Farm, sent for six 


HENRY A. DREER, 
714 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 





TREES! SHRUBS! VINES! 


em Deciduous. The Largest Assortment. 
ees, Evergreenss The Lasmee Assortment. 
Bhrube, Flowering. The Largest Assortment 
To be found in Pennsylvania or New Jersey. 
Fruit-Trees, Grape- Vines, and Small Fruits; an immense 
stock. New Descriptive Catalogue free on application. 
Nursery only 30 miles from Philadelphia. 
All are invited to call and make their selections. i 


WM. H. MOON, Morrisville, Pa. 


SHIRTS BY MAIL 


Fitting White Dress Shirt for 
soc at unlaundried, or 75 cts. laundried, 


postpaid. Send size of ce 
nehes.) Catalogue 


FACTORY, tat ne0 Be N. sth 8t.,Philad’a, Pa 


ROBBER TAM? rise Gard ad ee ee 
k Linen, only 25 ps). Book of 2000 


pee ot free with each a ie commie wanted. Big Pay. 
THALMAN MFG, -» Baltimore, Md. 


LiY— 
site i ae 


Wak nt eM e 
rat 
SEXETER’ ST - 
— MANY vaeuenaia th Ue IN al 


EXETER MACHINE WORKS | 


Frcteny aT Lane. 
CATALOGUE No. 1.— STEA AM- WARM - 
RESIDENCES—PUBLIC FAM-WARMING 
CATALOCUE ae tats. 


ING—STE "oT 
No. — BLOWER HOT- 
LAST HEATING. - jae 
CATALOGUE No. 4.— THE EXETER STEAM 

















F YOU NEED (and who does 
I not ?) the best forms of true 
life insurance, adapted to all 
circumstances and all ages, at 
the lowest sure rates, free from 
conditions or restrictions, incon- 
testable and non-forfeitable, send 


for publications of the 


PENN MUTUAL LIFE 


INSURANCE COMPANY. 
Home Office, 921 Chestnut St., 
PHILADELPHIA. 








SEND TO EXETER FOR NUMBER WANTED. 


Rocky Mountain Gloves 


Made from Fawn Skin Kid,a very durableand handsome 
material, unknown East. Prices from $1.00 to $1.50 
for Common Length; $3.50 for Button Cuff Driving 
Gauntlets, made to order for Ladies or Gents, every stitch 
silk, Postage paid, Also Indian Tanned Gloves, 
Moccasins, Buckskin Clothing (fringed and 
plain), ms, Money Belts, etc. Buckskin for 
sale. Samples of Leather with stitching free. 
Also Catalogue of hundreds of styles of Gloves and 
Leather Novelties, and directions for measurement. 
Reference, Union Bank, Desrer, Discount to agents. 


AVERY, Denver, Colorado, 
faa wa) 











R. M. LAMBIE, 


ALL KINDS OF 


BOOK 
HOLDERS . 


THe Mosr Perrect 
Dictionary Holder. 
Send oe Sees 


Ca 6. 
136 E.13th Bt, N.Y. 








LANTERNS 
= ANT VIEWS 


iC Rs 
terna We ° 
Ranier SH BROAN St so8 
“Most Reliable and Sim- 
plest for nlain or deco- 
ms rative 





Sold by all Druggists, Stationers, 
News and Fancy Goods dealer, 
The Great Secret of the Canary Breeders of the Hartz. 
A Sirs" and preserve them 
health. .r5c. by mail. Sold by Dru 





ists. 

BIRD FOOD CO., 400.N. 3d St.  ohiladelphia. Pa. 
Package of Fronefield’s Cattle Powder for 
FREE Horses, Cattle, and Poultry. The best made. 


Fronagristp, 346 Dillwyn St., Philad’a., Pa. 








Tux Best Cure in tHE Wor. for couphe, colds, 99 
and etary seo Cutler Bros. & Go'swal-knows 
ahle’ Pulmonary Baloom. 
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«CARNRICK'S- 


OLUBLE FOO 


For INFANTS AND CHILDREN. 


For Mothers, Invalids, 
Dyspeptics, and Aged People. 


THE PHE ONLY Fi FOOD OOD fet at di- 
dyret with Cut iyante ana oie 


THEN M roreh LY 2 Oe ote i 




















THE, ONLY FOO ft : 
danger and Ganoyance Sf @ : 
nuree. 


IF TAK m BY, y MoTH RS 
pry Aah 
milk wilt , and 
at once eo 


‘IE Less a dg 


Leo "to SOLUBL FOOD. 

DR. STUTZER, Food Ana- 
lyst for Eehenish Prussia, anys: 
“CARNRICK’S SOLUBLE 
FOOD is the best of all the foeds 
I have ever examined.’ 

*SQUR BABY’S FIRST AND SECOND 
yeas by aenen Harland, Book of 

g careful instructions 
for for'btn Tin Dp Fite little ones, Sent 
free by 


REED & CARNEICKH, N.Y. 


DR. GRAY’S 


BACK-SUPPORTING SHOULDER-BRACE 


FOR LADIES AND MISSES, 


“AS THE TWIG IS BENT SO IS THE TREEINCLINED.” The 
truth of this old adage is forcibly brought to mind when one sees a man — 
or woman disfigured by a crooked spine or stooping shoulders, and one 
mentally exclaims, if that person had only had proper care when young, 
that awkward figure might have been avoided. : 

FOR THE PURPOSE OF CORRECTING THIS EVIL, the BACK- 
SUPPORTING SHOULDER-BRACE has been devised, and so effec- 
tual is it in accomplishing its purpose, that it is rapidly growing in favor 
with all who have worn it, and it is spoken of in the highest terms of 
praise by all physicians who have seen and examined it. 


MADE IN FOUR SIZES. 


Extra SMALL. SMALL. Maupium. Lares. 
Waist Meas., 16 to20. W. M., 18 to 23. W. M., 24 to27. W. M., 28 to 33. 


PRICE, $1.50. 
In stating size, give snug taken d waist, outside of dress. 
Sold by Druggists and Ladies’ Furnishing Trade, or sent by mail, post- 
TR i wen Ba: age prepaid, to any part of the United States on receipt of price. 
Patented F ebruary 24,1880. Address @EO. FROST & CO..287 Devonshire S8t.. Boston, Mass. 


Patented Improved Lotta Bustle. 
For Style, Com/fo 1 ot, Health, and Durability. 


Ly 
Wh 
} 7 
wo00 CCLSa I = = 

eS 


MorHsr—‘“‘ Doctor, baby must have some artificial food. What 
do you recommend ?”” 

Doctror—“ CARNRICK’S SOLUBLE FOOD. It is the best of 
all prepared foods in the market, and my experience proves to me 
that it is the most perfect substitute for human milk yet produced. 
+ = during the Summer season, you need have no fear of Cholera 

nfantum.’ 
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Gives the latest Parisian fash- 
ion. Always regains its shape 
after pressure. For sale by all 
Retailers. Be sure that “ 
ented Improved Lotta” is 
Her on each Bustle. All 

Bgements yin be 


preeacgiegs sod RUBBER SHORT Be 
30 





CO., Sole Manufacturers, Bes- ituations 
ton, Mass. end for eirc e OF 
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REMARKABLE SUCCESS!! 
DR. SCOTT'S GENUINE ELECTRIC BELTS 


Probably never, since the inven- 
tion of Belts and Supporters, has 
so large a demand been created as 
now exists for Dr. Scott's 
Electric Belt. Over seven- 
teen thousand people in the eity of 
New York alone are now wearin; 
them daily. They Seo tseenees 
by the most learned physicians in 
the treatment of all Male and 
Female Weakness, Nerv- 
ous and General were ely 
Rheumatism, Paralysis, 
Neurnigia, Sciatica, Asth- 
ma, Dyspepsia, Consump- 
tion, Erysipelas, Catarrh, 
Piles, Epilepsy, Pains in 
the Head, Hips, Back er 
Limbs; Disenses of Spine, 
Kidney, Liverand Heart, 
Falling, Inflammation or 
Ulceration. 

There is no waiting a long time 
for sales electro-magnetism acts 
quick! ly; generall the first week, 
more frequently the first day, and 
often even during the first hour 
they are worn their wonderful 
curative powers are felt. 

The mind becomes active, the 
nerves and sluggish circulation are 
stimulated, and all the old-time 
health and good feeling come back. 
They are constructed on scientific 

rinciples, imparting an exhilarat- 
be health-giving current to the 
whole system. 

The celebrated Dr. W. A. HAM- 
MOND, of New York, former! 
Surgeon-General of the U. S. 
Army, lately lectured upon this 
subject, and advised all medical 
men to make trial of these agen- 
cies, describing at the same time 
most rema: le cures he 
made, even in cases yateh would 
seem hopeless. - i - 


PRICE 


PRICE $8.00 ON TRIAL: 


We will send either Gent's or 


‘a Belt on trial, post-paid, on 

t of $3.00 _guarantening safe 

ry. State size of waist when 
ordering Lady's Belt. Remit by 
money order S draft at our risk, 
or currenc jetered letter. 


Sadrees GEO. A COTT, 84 





Dr. Scott's Granine. 
on the box and be! 


diamine ovr 
all and éxamine our goods, cor- 
ner Broadway and 13th St., over 
Star Theatre. 





. _ The following are representative 
4 Testimeni sof the thousands 
we are receiving: 


of a Toon | 
the kidneys, which medicine h had 
failed to help. 
W. H. UPJOHN. 


Robinson Bank, Robinson, Ill. 
The sixth Belt received, and is 
eatisfactory. Their quick cures of 
rheumatism, liver and kidney 





ut drag store 
- your imme 
d direct to 


These Belts are for sale! 
bute if not 
inte vici “4 


Ron 0 ‘ont, B42 Broadway, 


troubles, and debility are wonder- 
ful. It gives me pleasure to recom- 
mend them to suffering friends. 

A. P. WOODWORTH, Cashier. 





name Pal 
Ass’ of L. Lon don. 





Ench is mit Atel vie tel i 
ric 








WILLIAM HICKOK. 


Send for Pamphlet of other Appliances for all Puts of the Body. 


Baltimore, Md. 

Intense nervous debility has been my 

trouble for yesrs, Physicians and their 

medicines did not help me. [ finall ly 
derived og relief from Dr. Scott's 


Electrio 
L. H. MILLER. 


East Berlin, Pa. 
Your Belt has cured me of insomnia 
and nervousness, and has also had 
wonderful effect on neuralgic affection 


of the chest. 
B. SELL. 


Dr. SCOTT’S ELECTRIC CHEST PROTECTO: 
Dr. SCOTT’S ELECTRIC HAIR BRUSHES, $1, 





Cedar Falls, Is. 


This Belt has done me more good in 
a short time than all the medicine I 


ever took. 
E. W. MEADE. 


Houston, Mich. 
Dr. Scott's Electric Belt has eured 
my brother of severe backache from 
which he has suffered eight years. M 
— seventy years old, could net waik 
me hundred yards; after wearing th 
Belt one month, he walked nine niles 








without resting. Your goods are thor- 
oughly reliable, 
ALBERT ERUG. 
Peoria, Ml. 
I suffered from kidney, liver, and 


nervous troubles for twelve years. Dr. 
Scott's Electric Belt entire! 
all ether remedies had 


LECTRIC FLESH BRUSHES, $3. 


$3. Dr. SCOTT’S 
1.50, $2, and $3... Dr, SCOTT'S ELECTRIC —_— 50 eonts. 


DR.SCOTT’S ELECTRIC CORSETS 


possess remarkable powers tn 


should wear them. 
are aS are 
at $1.00, ae 


tye $3.00. 


gp Na df you cannot get them in your 


praca Pa, 
Tfound Dr. Scott's Electric Corsets 


W: A 
T have an invalid amt Sani 


been dressed fora year. She has worn 
Dr. Scott's Electric Corsets two weeks, 
and is now able to be dressed and sit up 
most.of the time. : 

, MELVA J. DOE. 


. Streator, Ills. 
Dr. Scott,— Y our Electric Corsets are 


beautifal in wonderfal in 
effect, and erry Dg finish. 
Mrs. M. J. BRIGGS. 


cde ey Liustrated pam, patel, Seve by math, Fer sale at DR. SCOTT'S effece, eas 


Broadway, corner. Tht 
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OLD GOLD AND SILVER 


IN THOUSANDS OF USEFUL AND USELESS 
SHAPES ARE COMING TO ME DAILY FROM 
EVERYWHERE; NOT A MAIL OR EXPRESS BUT 
BRINGS THEM. I PAY A LITTLE MORE THAN 
THE BULLION VALUE AND REFINISH, ALTER, 
AND RESELL A PORTION FOR A LITTLE MORE 
THAN I PAY. 


Are Yon Interested Either Way ? 


ESTABLISHED 1844. 


MY STORE IS THE RECOGNIZED 
AND WELL-KNOWN HEAD- 
QUARTERS FOR 


Duplicate Wedding Presents, 


DIAMONDS, WATCHES, JEWELRY, 
ANTIQUITIES, ETC. 
My Cases are Filled with Bargains Constantly. 


J. H. JOHNSTON, 


150 Bowery, New York. 





ONT 


Allow Your Clothing, 
Paint, or Wood-work 
washed in the old rub- 
bing, twisting, wreck- 
ing way. Join that large army of 
sensible, economical people, who 
from experience have learned that 
James Pyle’s Pearline, used as di- 
rected on each package, saves time, 
labor, rubbing, wear and tear. 
Your Clothes are worn out more 
It is to 
your advantage to try Pearline. 


JAMES PYLE, New York. 


by washing than wearing. 


For sale by all grocers. 
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Which this year we send out in an Illuminated cover. The Catalogue is replete with new engravings 
of the choicest flowers and vegetables, and contains, besides, 2 beautiful colored plates, and 


very full instructions on all garden work. 


Altogether it is the best ever offered by us, and, we believe, 


is the most complete publication of its kind ever issued. Mailed on receipt of 10 cents (in p oieepe 


which may be deducted from first order. 


PETER HENDERS 


Please be sure to order Catalogue by the number. 


C0. 35 & 37 sy hand St, 





EPPS’S 


COCOA 


THE PHONOGRAPHIC MACAZINE. 


Jsrome B. Howarp, Editor. A 24-page vay, The 
authentic exponent of the Benn Pitman System of Pho- 
nography. $1.50 per annum. Specimen copy free. 





THE PHONOGRAPHIC INSTITUTE, Cincinnati, 0. 
32 








Beno ‘Shi B Parlor Baoan eT ste 
001,Clu' or. 
logue free. T. 8. DENtsox, Chicago, Ill 


PLAY 
IAMONUS, GOLD WATCHES, 


SI LVERWARE 
ond wbees cther Beatie se FREE. Enclose 





0, Box 3491 
Peter 


EuRICHS® FASHION QUARTERLY, 
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FOR 


Emewcn’s CONSTIPATION. 


PSTN TAU NY neser nan any meaicine 
BPO ests xx saycnrrenanie ay 


New York, December 15, 1886, 














EMERSON MANUFACTURING COMPANY. 

GENTLEMEN,—After having given your Albumeneid Food a thorough trial in cases of 
Chronic Dyspepsia and Constipation, I am convinced that in the former it is “par excel- 
lence,” and in Constipation it has no equal in restoring the system to its natural and normal 
condition. A lady patient having been troubled with Constipation for many years, and having 
tried many remedies and most of the prepared foods, at last, some four or five months since, com- 
menced the use of the Emerson Albumenoid Food, the effect of which has been truly marvellous. 
In cases of Chronic Constipation I would recommend it as the best remedy ever offered to 


suffering humanity. Very truly yours, S. G. PRIEST, M.D 
le ° 9 wae ted 





This Food is not treated with Pepsin, Pancreatine, or digestive ferment of any kind. 

It contains no Drug, Medicine, Stimulant, or artificial aid to digestion. 

It has received a hearty endorsement and approval by the medical profession. Samples to 
physicians free on application. 


+>+41SOLD BY DRUGGISTS.i-o 


PREPARED ONLY BY THE 
EMERSON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


43 PARK PLACE, NEW YORK. 


quitable | HENRY'S 


MORTGAGE COMPANY. 


CAPITAL, - - $600,000; CARBOLIC SALVE. 


DEBENTURES The most Powerful Healing 


Cuaranteed Farm Mortgages | Ointment ever Discovered. 


OFFICES. REFERENCES. Henry’ s Carbolic Salve cures 
NEW YORK, 206 Broadway, | First Nat. Bank, NEW Sores. 


Stree Boston Nat. BOSTO UY bo 
PHILADELPHIN Heed 4th St | Tth Nat, ere iin B Henry s Carbolic Salve allays 
KANBAS CITY, 7th & Del. Sts, Nat. Bank, KANSAS CITY urns 

For rates of interests aaa full information Henry’ s Carbolic Salve heals 


Pim 
ee Be Pe Pie enry' enry's Carbolic Salve cures 
THE 8 
GREATAMERIGAN c Henry s Carbolic Saive heale 
Ask for Henry’s—Take No Other. 
¢@"BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS.29 
Price 25 cts., mail prepaid 30 cts. 


JOHN F. HENRY & 00., New York. 
Book. 














COMPANY 


<old Band Moss Rose ees or Gold Band pecortes 


a i Toilet nae 
* ON TA (ht Ri low York, 
Thave INS rempageee UMP! above i It IN 


ie 
that I will cond na Twos SOrrLES SOPTLES TREE, t eats 
UABLE TREAT! TISBon Shle dlosase.to Give ex- 
press & P.O. address. DR as gan tadtrer. Gireee | 
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economical. 


misleading statements. 


RAVEN GLOSS : 


Positively contains otl. Softens and Preserves leather. Is 
Makes ladies’ shoes look new and natural, 
not varnished. Beware of imitations, and of false and 
Bourton & Ort.ey, Mfrs., N.Y. 





‘You have probably noticed that 
some of your lady friends fix 
their hair very pretty, some- 
thing like this: 
Youareofcourse 
a little surprised 
because really 
you know their 
back hair is not 
full and fluffy,— : 
Well the secret ‘aoa we ae 
it in small type— 


they wear the Mikado Braided Wire 
Hair Rolls, which are made to match 
any color hair. 


They do not heat the head— 
weigh but $ an ounce— by 
holding the hair out they keep 
it from getting musty or gather- 
ing dampness from perspiration 





They are sold at 4 

most of the hair 

dealers and notion stores two 

for 25 cents. If you dont find 

them send price and we will 

mail them to you. Address 
WESTON & WELLS MFC. CO., 











PISO'S ‘CURE FOR 
CURES WHERE ALL ELSE FA 


CONSUMF TION 





a WHIP 
made from Quills. The 
best Whi - the world. 


Wabash 
. BARNES 


Warren Featherbone Whi 21r an 
Ave., Chicago, Ills. New we c Agency, A. 
Wur Co., 193 Chambers Street. 






Price Lists to dealers. 1017 Fhestnut St., Philadelphia. 





THE a ket Extracts of Choi 


Thousende or Winn 
everywhere. D LERS TREBLE SALES WITH THEM. 


$5°.. TO $2500 HOUSES. 

12 — with Bills of Materials, Estimates 
Paper Portfolio. Price, ‘$x. 00. 

WH. T. ‘sonpavean, 6 Astor Pl., New York. 


EQUIPOISE WAIST 


FOR LADIES, MISSES, CHILDREN, AND INFANTS. 


The enviable 
reputation which 
these Waists have ac- 
quired is wholly owing‘ 
to the meritorious plan 
of their construction, 
and the entire sat- 
isfaction they have 
given. 

The Cut repre- 
sents the Waist as 
made for Ladies and 
'\ Misses, boned, and 
% with full bust; the 
construction of inside 
igof bust under full 

perigy too is that of a cor- 
eee so that a 

PATENTED. mee perfect bust 
support is provided within a waist. In the Open Back 
Soft Waists, as made for Children and Infants, particular 
attention to the physical pro portions and requirements 
of the growing little ones has been given in shaping the 
parts, and, from the large variety of sizes, all ages can be 
fitted from stock. 

Sent by mail, postage Te Mg receipt of price. 


































Ladies’ Laced Back and Boned $2 25 
6. SWhtole “|. PBT cacccveccecsecevs sgesceseneccces 176 
Misses’ Ty “ “ Boned 1 16 
wd CC. aR iarsesasinectdscosccsnttigunna 160 
on and Infants’ 100 





RECTIONS FOR MEASURING. 

For ae and Misses, take a snug measure around 
waist over dress, and give it to us in inches. 

For Children and Infants, take chest measure also, and 
state age of child. 
Send for circulars. 
Address the Manufacturers. One good Agent wanted 
for every city and town in the United States. 


CGEORCE FROST & CO., 


287 Devonshire St. - - BOSTON, MASS. 


SAPEBSTER’S 


Unabridged Dictionary. 


Se 
118,000 Wo: mgravings, 
Gazetteer of the World 
of 25,000 Titles, anda 
ra Biographical Dictionary 
Schoo! and of nearly 10,000 Noted Persons, 
Allin one Book. 















A CHOICE HOLIDAY GIFT. 
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G. & C. MERRIAM & CO., Pub’rs, Springfield, Mass. 














ED. PINAUD’S 


PERFUMERY, 
37 Boulevard de Strasbourg, 
PARIS, FRANCE. 


Fleur de Lys Face Powder. 


Imparting to the Skin a soft and deli- 
eate whiteness. 

Absolutely free from all injurious sub- 
stances. Sold everywhere. 


HENRY DREYFUS, 
10 Courtlandt Street, New York. 
SOLE AGENT FOR THE U. 8. 


DAors see 
LADIES’ 
NEWSPAPER 
Six Months for ar). 
ing, Sto Hew ‘ 
Tel 


ries, ce. 
~ 1g all about 
Cook- 





ELEGANT FRENCH 
ni 





DRESS REFORM 


Undergarments for 
Ladies and Children, 
constructed on hygienic 
principles and fully en- | N.J 


dorsed by all leading 
physicians. 

The “Equipoise” 
Waists are a perfect 
substitute for the old 
health-destroying cor- 
sets. Gives a gracoful 
es and perfect com- 
fort. 


MME. SMITH, 
1029 Walnut Street, 
PHILADELPHIA. 


eatery Fl 


iN 


\ 
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WATERLOO ORGANS 


ARE NOTED FOR 
UNEQUALLED QUALITY OF TONE, 
SUPERIOR DESIGN and FINISH of CASES, 
DURABILITY. 

They Pump one-half easier than any other Organ made 
SIX OCTAVES A SPECIALTY. 


Where we have no nts will sell 
Ne at reduced prices. sige eet 
For Prices and Catalogues, addrees 


MALOOLM LOVE & OO., Waterloo, N.Y. 








819 ARCH 8ST., PHILADELPHIA. 
Lawn Tennis Score Book and Rules, Price, 15 cts. 
Wedding Cards, Monograms, Crests and address Dies. 


Plate and 50 cards in a neat case, $1.25. 
CHAS. R. BOURNE, Engraver, 271 Broadway, N.Y. 


FINE PORTRAITS IN CRAYON, PASTEL & OIL 


CoG PoGVoGvo 











This is an organization. 
embracing superior artistic 
talent. Its aim is to pro- 
tect CAPABLE ARTISTS 
and the PUBLIC from the 
operations of questionable 
portrait and landscape 
dealers, by bringing pa- 
Serene reer trons in DIRECT communi- 
OB DEVO EVN cation with the ARTIST. 

They can fill, and therefore solicit, orders from 
all parts of the United States. Conscientious work 
on the smallest as well as the largest contracts is 


their rule. Great cage is taken in painting portraits 
of deceased persons’ : 


The Union Requires no Payment on Work unless Satisfactory. 


Special invitation is given to the public to come 
and look at specimens of their handiwork. 


cxs—Syrpuzr & Co., Union Square, N.Y.; E. 8. Woop- 
ag Suen, B.Y. oes, I> Dicxmnson, Lag gh 
J.; EL . Jel 3 Agriculturist; J. A. 
Knox, Texas Siftings gy Ah Gare, N.Y. 
When ordering by mail or messenger send Photo- 
graph of Subir your Name, Address, Style of 
icture, Style of me, Price, Complexion, Color 
of Eyes, , and Clothing. 
hing, also receive orders for Re-touching Oil Paint- 
ings, sony, wr are Photo-Engraving, Illustrating, 
Designing, Painting Landscapes and Animals. 
NEW YORK ARTISTS’ UNION, 


No. 10 East Fourteenth St., 
(Second Floor.) NEW YORK CITY. 
Send for Descriptive Price-List and mention this Magasine. 


eRicS =. Co 
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Sole Invento™ and Patentees 


TRANSFERRING PAPER, 


FOR STAMPING FOR EMBROIDERY. 


Impertere of Fine Embroidery Silks, Foloselie, and 
Etehing Siiks. Send 2 cent stamp for circulars. 


104 FRANKLIN ST., NEW YORK. 
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ZOLLER LADIES’ 


}CUFF HOLDERS 


Pema vient new. 
ounced by ev 4 


ee 
send for spare 
1» 25 Cents. 
Mention this Magazine, 
ZOLLER Co., 
201 Broadway, New York. 


Ts Good Health 


A desirable possession for wives and mothers? 
Then remember that Willcox & Gibbs Auto- 
matic Sewing Machine is the only one that 
can be used without serious risk to health, 


Willcox & Gibbs §. M. Co., 658 Broadway, N. Y. 
Philadelphia, cor. Chestnut and Fifteenth Sts. 
ABINET, CHEST AND HASP LOCKS. 
Send 35 cents for a sample of either kind, mailed 
free. Catalogue mailed on application. A Water 
Filter mailed free for 50 cents. 














DONT BE ACLAM 
STAMPING OUTFIT 


1 Alphabet, x Box of Black and 1 


Box of White Stamping Powder, a Pouncet, and 
Instructions How to Stamp, 1 Linen Tidy 13 x 18 
and Silk to work it. 

$= Mailed to any address on receipt of 75 cts. 


ALLEN & CO., 161 Halsey &t., Newark, N.J. 


1887-BABIES-1887 


To the mother of any baby born this year we will 
send, on application, a Cabinet Photo. of the “‘s 
fattest, healthiest baby in the country.”’ It is a beauti- 
ful picture, and will ey, mother’s heart goed. It 
shows the good effects of Food as a 
substitute for mothers’ milk. Much valuable informa 
tion for the mother given. Give date of birth. 


Wella, Richardson & (o., Rurlington, Ve. 











STODDARD LOCK & M’F’G CO., Savproox, Covy, 
Ladies’ | 


r skin 
yt Boench, and neither T look better nor wees bette 


, which costs thing, 
subs soribers ‘a8 an Jnducement , 


qe ale Hand-bag 
a C f ] oa lady ee 


eve: day in the y: 
earithe satah tat satchel Ye offer i * is made in exact imitation of the popu. 


‘arm and 0} 
tof inis a amount in stamps or money, we will se: 
ice & mouth for one year, 
id to, every su 


0} ith 
ig will be found an indispensable article by 
ive it. It will come 
hich have been selling tor 
asa gift to aa 
‘arm and Home. 


ese bags are strongly made and will Ia a for 
Thess 4 steel frames, a ai wroaee ane d close with 


lasps. The handles 
ot to b 


Mesttgine ln ‘and ne bag the outa ide is a 
ped Sigs for the handke 


capes Sed (+) ease j ood 
or otherwise. _an 
Je You will et miaity 


juare, not includin; 
he ‘ail togive p sais, satis: 


rt this y 
00 E's now read Farm 
per pies ; 


=a Ce 
THE "BiLDS “PUBLISHING on fH tian ‘ic = IED “as 








eat sell aga y= 
A Book for 
rs ane, will pay 
berally. Address A. R. HL 
16 Murray Sereet, oNow York. 


ORT aan nb pape tly 


Lingle’s College, 1431 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 








p [UM Mi MORPHINE HABIT 


oor Seaton il nd NO NO | may asked until am 
refer preter fe, hundreds of CU. 
Particulars eee ag 


THE HUW 
REMEDY CoO., LAFAYETTE, 





LACE MFG. CO., 


AN T E D Ladies and Misses to do. crochet 
he work gd home ; ‘icity or country; steady work. 
eo Strate St., Cu1caco, Itt. 








Mailed for 15 
ASSOCIATED FANCIERS, a) 
9G 237 8. Eighth St. Philadelphia, Pa, 


Marvell: 4 
FREE eo ales nists Hue 
remove SUPER FLUO uke eer + 

BEA BEAUTY. pe yt = 
Chemists, 4 and 6 ‘an PRA Btreet, new York’ 
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| SRE Cee! SF me! 





Use after eating, for indiges- 
tion. A perfect substitute for 
tobacco. Ask your druggist or 
confectioner for Colgan’s gen- 
uine and original ‘‘ Taffy Tolu,”” 


OLU 


manufactured by Colgan & McAfee, Louisville, Ky. 
Sample Bundle by mail on receipt of 6c. 


} 








THB 


PERFECTION 
QUARTERLY 


tains nearly 300 
contains iy 38 





fee 
Wi Meek e 








All Fits swmaped fee ¥ Dr. Kline’s Great 

FITS: Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first da: . 
ellous cures. Treatise and $2.00 trial bottle 

to Fit cases. Send to Dr. Kline, 931 Arch St., Phila., Pa. 


$3 000, 000 GENUINE Confedorat ie 


Ay is, and se 100 Bi Mes each aA] 
a T above’ Bon oo Poy St aes a 38 








Protect your or or pamphiets 
by using a 


“COMMON SENSE BINDER,” 


Size ener pp et tag babs SCRIBNER’S, CENTURY, 
R’S MONTHLY, ATLANTIC, 
wre 8ST. NICHOLAS. 
75 cents each, by mail, post-paid. 


Twenty-six sizes kept in stock. Send fora list and 
mention this publication. 


ASA L. SHIPMAN’S SONS, 
10 Murray St., New York. 





1%, Guaranteed Bond 


"New York. Dealers supp 
ISSUED BY THE 


Penn Mutual Life Insurance Company 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
This Bond is purchasable in annual, semi-annual and quarterly instalments. 
Its face value, together with surplus accumulation (estimated to be as much 
more), is payable at the end of twenty-five years. 
It guarantees to the holder in the event of death occurring within 
the twenty-five years, an annual interest of six per cent. upon the 
Bond—a sum greater for most ages than all the instalments paid. 


ILLUSTRATION : 
BOND FOR $10,000; ANNUAL INSTALMENT, $450. 
Amount payable asa death-clalm, {st year, cee Amount payable asa death-clalm, 10th year, $16,000 
00 











es SRRECRaSS SEPARA HKSSE ASCO IRS AERT Sere, ee 4 


— 


~4 2d“ 11,2 15th “ 19,000 
- 1,800 a “ yo “ 20th " 22,000 
A “ “ “ “ 25th $6 25,000 
het At the end of the 25th year will be yable the face of the Bond, $10,000 
r Together with the accumulated surplus, estimated, at 10,000 
<< Makingatotalof - - - + + «= - - $20,000 
nd THESE BONDS ARE ISSUED IN SINGLE THOUSANDS AND UPWARDS, AND 
OF ARE WITHIN THE MEANS OF EVERY PRUDENT MAN. 

4 Avpress THE Home Orrice ror Speciat Estimate, STATING AGE. 
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by Pxcx’s Pat. Improved 
Cusnionzp Ear Drums, 
betiees ng | see aera 


Comfortable, Hin the Illustrated beok & reap has dress 
or call on F, "HISCOX, 853 Broadway, N. A had) Tt ‘. 


Frink’s Rupture Remedy 


will quickly cure any case of hernia or rupture. Ex- 
planations at. testimonials free. Address - 
. FRINK, 234 Broadway, New York. 


H ir: PS 


ge. 00, on free. Gives treatment for a Pair end 
+ howto bleach, remove, dye it. 200 prescri ie 
fear card Pieatd just’d Medical J Jour. Co. Pub’ra, Detroit, Mi 
“Tue Har: 1ts GRowTH, Carg, Diszaszs, AND 
TREATMENT,’ is a work full in its information in regard 
to the hair. "The author has given the subject very pro- 
car consideration, and the information , Presented is 
at, and will prove very val —Cle 
(Ohio Plain Dealer. 
‘It is undoubtedly the most complete work of its kind 
ever acer ,and will well repay perusal, as itis written in 
astyle both entertaining and instructive.’’—Dai/y Globe 


TRUST AND SAFE DEPOSIT COMPANY. 


THE PENNSYLVANIA COMPANY 


FOR INSURANCES’ON LIVES AND 
GRANTING ANNUITIES, 


No. 431 Chestnut Street. 
INCORPORATED MARCH 10, (8/2. 
CHARTER PERPETUAL. 
CAPITAL += = = $2,000,000 


SURPLUS - «= - 1,500,000 


Chartered toact as EXECUTORS, ADMINISTRATORS, 
TRUSTKES,GUARDIANS, ASSIGNEES,COMMITTEEs, 
RECEIVERS, AGENTS, etc.; and for the faithful perform- 
ance of all such duties all its Capital and Surplusare liable. 


L TRUST INVESTMENTS ARE KEPT SEPA- 


AL 
RATE AND APART FROM THE ASSETS OF THE 
COMPANY. -_—_— 


INCOME COLLECTED AND REMITTED. 
INTEREST ALLOWED ON MONEY DEPOSITS. 
‘SAFES IN THEIR BURGLAR-PROOF VAULTS 

FOR RENT. 


































The protection of their Vaults for the preservation of 
WILLS offered gratuitously. 





Gold and Silver-Plate, Deeds, Mortgages, etc., received 
for safe-keeping under guarantee. 


LINDLEY SMYTH, PRESIDENT. 
HENRY N. PAUL, ViCe-PRESIDENT. 
JARVIS MASON, Trust OrFicer. 
WM P. HENRY, SEC'Y AND TREAS. 
WM. L. BROWN, JR, Ass'T SEC'Y AND TREAS, 


DIRECTORS. 


LINDLEY SmyTH, CHARLES W. WHARTON, 

HENRY N. Paut, EOWARD H. COATES, 

ALEXANDER BIDDLE, Peter C. Hotuis, 

CHARLES H. HUTCHINSON, JOHN R. FELL, 

ANTHONY J. ANTELO, WILLIAM W. JUSTICE, 

CHARLES 8. Lewis, CRAIGE LIPPINCOTT, 
GEorGE W. CHILDS, 

Send $1, $2, 83, or $5 for 
| retail box by express, of f the 
best Candies in America, put 
a ° in elegant pees An and 
EE strictly pure. ye age fer 

resents. xpress 
pent: Wofem o all Chicago. 

it one: 
dress 
CANDY C. ¥. GUNTHER, 
eS 


Confectioner, 
Chi 











MODERN COTTAGES. 






ey 6 CJ. H. KIRBY, 
118 Larned Building, Syracuse, N.Y. 


OU FF 


CK STOCKINGS 


WILL NOT CROCK. 


MONEY REFUNDED IF THEY DO. 











SOLD (IN BOSTON) ONLY AT OUR STORE. 


THE F. P. ROBINSON CO. 
49 WEST STREET. 

We Guarantee these goods, after being dyed by us, not 
to soil the feet or underclothing, that they are equally as 
clean as white hose, and the color and gloss will improve 
by washing. Try a few pairs and you will be convinced. 
“Silk finish’’ on all goods. Terms strictly cash, Goods 
by mail must be accompanied by postal note or money 


‘order. owe STOCKINGS ARE S0LD BY 


E. W. PECK & CO., 927 Broadway, N. Y. 

A. C. RISHEL & CO., 1123 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 
W. B. WHEELER, 357% Broadway, Troy, N. Y. 

S. B. MORSS & CO., 483 Fulton St., Brooklyn, N. Y- 
Mrs. W. F. LAZELL, Cafion City, Colorado. 


| One to Ten years t 


Our new plan—available 
all, burdensome to none. State 
armaount you can safely use, also 
e and coca ation. Thy mae Jn 




















For Reducing Family 





publishers. “New School- er than p 

wholesale list prices. Second-hand Schoel-Books in pro- 

Pe with fasaifed indo, sowing’ ie ick! a Eiterent 
x, 

a ra fa the vikibue dtoe, pranthes at Mailed. 

spalcaton We cleb wesue : B’* of of prices we 


for Second-hand and New 
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Mieoks. 
Bi caries Hinps, No. 4 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City. 












S ask FIST 





_ SEND TMP F 


“BoRMULLY 3 
CHICAGO, 





aia SILK RIBBONS! 


Fait ’ 
a Ee We have purchased at 
ie recent wholesale auction 
sales several large lots of 
Rewnants of Silk Rit: bons 
at prices which will en- 
able us to offer splendid 
bargains. Theseremnants 
are allfrom two to three 
and upwards in 
length, and many of them 
are the fiiest quality of 
Ribbonsin the market, of 
different widths, in a 
vaitety of fashionable 


resented ; 
aleodiffer entlindsot Rib- 
bons adapted for bonnet 
strings, nech wear, trim- 
ming for hatsand dresses, 
bows, scarfs, etc.,etc. No 
lady can purchase such 
N Mi fine ribbons as these at 
any store in the land for four times the money. If you willagree 
to show the goods tofriends, and aid us to makessles, we will send 
a sample box of these elezant ribbons for BQ centa iD stumps. 
Two boxes 60cts. Four boxes $1.00. Ten boxes $290, Address 


PARIS AGENCY, 7 West Broadway, New York. 


THE TIFFANY 





GLASS COMPANY 


MEMORIAL WINDOWS 
GLASS WORK DECORATIONS 


DESIGNS WITH ESTIMATES SUBMITTED 





Princig MircHety 
MANAGER 

Joun Cuenay Pratr 
TREASURER 


Lous C. TiFFANY 
PRESIDENT 

Joun Durais 
SECRETARY 





333-335 Fourth Avenue, New York 





btn hip has 9 OWN CARDS! 
Pross 


FRENCH SYSTEM 
OF DRESS OUTTIING AND FITTING. 


The Only ily Genuine 
PRENCH SYSTEM 


Cutting and Fitting, 


IS PUBLISHED BY 


James MeCalil & Cee, 


No, 46 East 14th street, 
NEW YORE. j 
All othor socalled French systems are BOGUS, 
Send t 2 p for 8 32 boo! hich 
explains “what the f bYStEM cis and’ givey » number of 
testimenials Address. JAMES pt & Co., 
J4th Street. New York. 


Piease MENTION THIS MAGAZINE. 





Short-Hand 


CVV FS-WRITLITS. 


Chart BaP tapos as Set ee Lessons in — 
art, 10 Cents; 


20 Cents. 
HAVENS COLLEGE, Phila Sa. 





Barry's 
Tricopherous 
THE HAIR. 


The Oldest and the 
Best... 
Gently stimulates 


fastens, purifies, smooths, glosses, thickens, 
feeds, preserves, and in every possible way 
improves the hair. 








* 
NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


During the next 30 da ays special low rates ; 

: will be granted on a trial advertisement for : 

: Tue Pansy, BaBYLAND, Our LittLe Msn : 

: AND Women, three of the best advertising ; 

.. Mediums in existence, Address 

: C. S. LzBARON, Adv’g Dept.. D. Loth- : 
2 rop & Co., cor. Franklin and awley Sts., 





- —— 


-RIMPED & CORRUGATED 


IRON ROOFING. 


SIDING, 
CEILING. 


METAL. 
SHINGLES. 


WG. HYNDMAN & CO. 


CINCINNATI, 0. 
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“Sulphur Soap” secured by Letters-Patent. 


GLENN'S 


Sulphas Soap 
FOR THE TOILET AND BATH. 


How to Get a Healthful and Pearly Skin, 


A lot of people (infants and adults) are troubled with 
humors which develop into unsightly blemishes on the 
skin. These need artificial aid, and there is nothin; 
that will equal CLENN’S SUL! PHUR SOA 
as an external application ; use th and the 
toilet arly, it will soon free the skin from all 
tmpu » inducing lithe, firm flesh and a skin as 
smooth as satin. 25 cents a cake; three cakes 
fer 75 cemts. Mailed on receipt of price by 


6, ¥. Crittenton, iE «a i Fulton St, y, y. 


And for Sale by Druegists everywhere, 





HALA REVIVUM. 


NOT A DYE. 


The Crowning Glory of Man and 
‘Woman is a beautiful head of Hair. 

THE REVIVUM is the ONLY 
LOW -PRICED preparation for 
restoring Gray Hatr to tts original 
color. Itis certain and superior in 
effect to any other preparation, and 
is an agreeable Hair Dressing. Put 
up in bottles of good size, and sold 
by Druggists everywhere at only 


50 CENTS. 





GERMAN CORN REMOVER 


Kille Corns and Buni a 
imttations. Ask for German Corn Remover = 
take no other, It has no equal, 





ec of the y 
25 cente. 





PIKE’S TOOTHACHE DROPS CURE IN ONE 


MINUTE. 





Dr. T. FELIZ GOURAUD’S 
. ORIENTAL CREAM, 


PURIFIES 
48 WELL AS 
will do it. 


Beautifies the Skin. 


No other cosmetic 


stood the test of 30 
ears,and is so harm- 
ess we taste it to be 

sure the preparation 

is properly made. 

Accept no eel 
feit of similar nam 

* The distinguished 

Dr. L. A. Sayer said 

atin Sa 6 haut- 

recummend 


ton (a patie them, 
‘Geuraud's Cream’ a the! least ple bps of all the Skin 
.”” One bottle will last six months, using it eve ay. 
Also Poudre Subtile remeves superfiuous hair without inju: 
totheskia. FERD. T. HOPKINS, Manager, 48 Bond 8t., v Y. 
For sale by all Me oe and Fancy 's Dealers throughout 
the U.8., Canadas, an Beware of base imitations. 
$1000 Reward for arrest peg proof of any one selling the same. 





Cover your Winpows witH PATENT P 
Gracigr Winpow Decoration. x § iN 
disagreeable window rendered .beautifu' 

Suitable for Houses, Churches, Libraries, EVERY 
etc. Inquire from general dealers, or 
write to head ais in Biindaiepie, Jas. ae 
M. Mason, P. O. Box 107 300 Ma l@lenys 
Illustrations ty ‘Sample, post-free, 50 





Pit ting & ont their 
4th edition. Dr. John Hi. W. 
i North fo pres 8t., y mtg N. ¥., Established 1 





DR. A. FONTAINE'S PREPARATION 


FORA, te of A BEAUTIFUL 


y 
efficacy and elicit your sin- 
cal thanks and enthus iastic raise, 


of¢ 
have elegant Face Creams and Jellies, W: nkle Paste, Fat- 

tening Formula, Auburnine, Deputy, & Acnine, Freckle 
Lotiqn, ete ete. che, gaint cirenia 


FONTAINE, 1 ‘East 14th 8t., N.Y. 


IT greene FREE 
Insane Persons see 
eee ee 


_ feyi my ~-- & Nerve DISRASES. 
¢ Afections. FY Pgs. Spi 
INF ALLIBL Nie taken as di 
Treat 


st day's 
it ents, they payin payin 


afflicted to eal KLINE 
Druggists. BEWARE 





Arch Se Philadelphia, Ps. 
‘ge IMITATING FRAUDS. 





We will send you a book contain- 
ing AMPLE PROOFS of this fact, 
WITHOUT CHARGE, if you 

mention this 


Lakeside Building, CHICAGO. 
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HALE-HouRs 


WITH THE 


BEST AMERICAN AUTHORS 


Selected and Arranged 
BY 


CHARLES MORRIS. 


Complete in Four Crown Octavo Volumes 
of about 500 pages each. 


Cloth, Gilt Top - = = <= = 86.00 
Half Morocco = = = s = 10.00 
Three-Quarters Calf - «-« = = 13.00 


Also an Edition de Luxe, limited to 100 copies. 
Elegantly printed on laid paper. Octavo 
size, untrimmed edges, 4vols. Half 
cloth, with extra’titles for 
rebinding. 


The best samples from every American author of note in history, poetry, art, fiction, and philosophy 
are grouped here, so that the reader can take up any one of the four volumes and turning at random can 
find something particularly meritorious to entertain and instruct him. In collecting the gems of Ameri- 
can authors and presenting and preserving them for mankind in such a convenient and attractive shape, 
Mr. Charles Morris has not only paid a handsome tribute to patriotism and literature, but has rendered a 
substantial service to mankind. 

“ Among the most successful publications of the times are works of compilations, and of the works 
of this character none was ever better fitted to meet the public demand than ‘Half-Hours with the Best 
American Authors.’ It is a book over which every American book-lover must rejoice. Gems have been 
gathered from every department of literature, and have been edited with a taste and refinement fitting 
their own high character.”—The Chautauquan. 

“For a repertory of wise and judieious selections from the best writers which have sprung from 
American soil, we recall none that can equal the four volumes, by Mr. Morris, which he has issued-under 
this well-chosen title. Not only does the author show that he possesses a wide range of our literature, but 
his selection has been guided by the most commendable judgment. Scarcely an author. who has ever 
written anything worthy of presentation has been overlooked in the collection, the exhaustiveness of the 
work entitling it alone to take the first rank among works of its class. A work such as this is an invalu- 
able cyclopeedia of American literature that cannot find too wide a circulation, or be given too prominent 
8 place in the best-regulated library.”—The Brooklyn Magazine. 

“ A more complete collection of gems from the works of the best authors cannot be imagined than 
is contained in these four volumes. The selections are well chosen and it is just the book to be popular, 
because it gives an idea of the best style of our many popular authors.”—Baltimore American. 

“ Every taste will find here something to suit it. As we turn the pages, we pass from gay to grave, 
from lively to severe, from prose to verse, from humor to pathos. Nor is any one age or any one school 
represented to the exclusion of others. The collection is truly catholic, in the proper sense of the word.” 
—American Bookseller. ‘ 

“The reader will find instruction and entertainment in their pages, for every mood and condition 
of life, and for every day in the week. They are, in fine, a little library of themselves,—a kind of cyclo- 
peedia of gems of literature.”—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 





*,* For sale by all Booksellers, or will be sent ty mail, postage prepaid, on receipt 
of the price, by : 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Publishers, 


715 and 717 Market Street, Philadelphia. 
4t 
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DISEASE CURED WITHOUT MEDICINE. 
Magnetism utilized as never before for Healing the Sick. 


Genuine Magnetic Appliances 


CLASSIFIED. 


INSOLES for cold feet and bad 
M AGNE Tl circulation. $1.00 per pair. Send 
shoe worn. Send for circulars. 
AGNETIC WRISTLETS for hand paral- 
gis, sprained wrists, etc. Price 
$2.00 per pair. d for circular. 
eT} ANKLETS for lame and weak 
ankles. Price $2.coeach. Send 
size of ankle. Send for circulars. 
Tl SLEEPING CAP for nervous 
headache, neuralgia, sleepless- 
ness. Price $2.00. Send for circular. 
A ETI SCIATIC SHIELDS will posi- 
tively cure sciatic rheumatism, 
hip-disease, etc. Price $5.00. Send size of waist 
and leg at hip. Send for circulars. 
OFFICE CAP for gentlemen 
MAGNE | troubled with nervous headache 
or neuralgia ; will give relief immediately, Price 
$5.00 each. Send size of hat worn. Send for circulars. 
G T KNEE CAP for rheumatism in 
M A | the knee is a positive cure. It 
will reduce the swelling and restore to natural size 
immediately. Price $2.00 each. Send size of knee. 
Send for circulars. 
T LUNG PROTECTORS are 
priceless to persons with weak 
ungs. They prevent and cure cold, rheuma- 
tism, neuralgia, pneumonia, throat troubles, 
and catarrh. Price $5.00. Send for circulars with testi- 
monials, 
THROAT SHIELDS cure 
sore throat and tonsillitis, A 
mefit to elocutionists, public speakers, and 
singers. They strengthen the vocal cords and 
revent hoarseness. Send for circular. Price $1.00 each 
by mail. Send size of neck. 
N Tl ABDOMINAL SUP- 
PORTERS for ladies will 
positively cure lame back, female weakness, 
etc. Consultation free. Price of Belt, with 
agnetic Insoles, $10.00. Send measure of waist and size 
of shoe worn. Lady attendants. Send for new treatise. 
Tl LEGGINS for gout, rheuma- 
C tism, lame legs, fever sores, 
and varicose veins. These leggins have ac- 
qin universal praise for their medical quali- 
ties, and for the ease with which they are worn. Price 
$3.00 each ‘by mail. Send size of leg around calf and 
ankle. Send for circular. 
AGN T | KIDNEY BELTS for gentle- 
men will itively cure ner- 
vous debility, kidney and liver difficulties, and 
all weakness. Consultation free. Price of Belt, 
with Magnetic Insoles, $10.00. Send measure of waist 
and size of shoe worn. Send for the ‘‘ New Departure in 
Medical Treatment without Medicine,’’ with thousands 
of testimonials. 


AG N E T | C pote phe Rg tie > 


tion, constipation, kidney and liver trouble. 
Quickly remove backaches wpe to ladies, 
and impart wonderful vigor to the whole body. Persons 
of sedentary habits and impaired nervous power will find 
them a valuable companion. Price $2.00 each by mail, 
post-paid. Send for circulars. 
A N E | JACKETS OR CORSETS 
for ladies and gentlemen cure 
chronic rheumatism, gout, lumbago, paralysis, 
bronchitis, lung diseases, and other complaints, 
which baffle the skill of our best physicians. Price 
$20.00 each, with Insole. 
Persons living at a distance who cannot consult us in 
rson should give a clear statement of their difficulties 
y letter, and we will designate the kind and quality of 
appliances required in each case to effect acure. Send 
your address for the ‘‘ New Departure in Medical Treat- 
ment without Medicine,” with thousands of testimonials. 


THE MAGNETIC APPLIANCE CO., 













184 Dearborn 8t., Chicago, Ill. 
AGENTS WANTED. 
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g7 Silver Medal, Franklin Institute. Econ- 
YY omizes time. Its use in black and white 
=— and water-color portraits is a means of 
elegant and remunerative employment. Send for descriptive 
pamphlet. AIR BRUSH MANUFACTURING CO., 
61 Nassau Street, Rockford, ML 


WORK SHOPS 


WITHOUT STEAM POWER 
BY USING OUTFITS OF 
BARNES’ PATENT FOOT POWER 
machinery can compete with 


steam power. 

Metal and woodworkerssond far 
prices. Illustr'd catalogue free. 
W. F. & JNO. BARNES CoO., 


R 
Address No. 2000 Main Bt, 


WHILBUR’S 


Orne TA 


The finest Po Ghpcoise for family use, 
Requires no ting. invalua Oyspeptics 
and atienen CP ee a aie 
MRS. JAMES BROWN POTTER'S 
5 | : a 





















MY RECITATIONS. 





By Cora Urquhart Potter. 


12mo. Extra Cloth. $1.00. Cloth, Gilt 
Edges. $1.25. 

** Mrs. Potter’s Recitations have a world-wide reputa- 
tion, and in compliance with numerous requests {or 
copies of her selections, she has gathered and published 
them under one cover. A handsome phototype of the 
fair elocutionist makes a fitting frontispiece.” —Baltimore 
American. eae ee 

*,* For sale by all Booksellers, or will be sent by mail, 
postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Publishers, 
715 and 717 Market St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


























A Potent Remedy for 


Indigestion, Acute and Atonic Dyspepsia, Chronic and Gastro-Intestinal 
Catarrh, Vomiting in Pregnancy, Cholera Infuntum, and in convales- 
cence from Acute Diseases. 
Over 5,000 Physicians have sent to us the most 
FLATTERING OPINIONS upon DIGESTY- 
LIN, as a REMEDY for all diseases arising 
from improper digestion. 
For 20 years we have manufactured 
the DIGESTIVE FERMENTS ex- 
pressly for Physicians’ use, and 
for the past..year DIGES-=- 
TYLIN. has been by 
them extensively pre- 
scribed, and to-day 
it stands without 
arivalasa di- 
gestive 


It is not a secret 

remedy, but a sci- 

entific preparation, the 

formula of which is 

plainly printed on each bot- 

tle. Its great DIGESTIVE 

POWER is created by a Careful 

and proper treatment of the ferments 

in manufacture. It is very agreeable to 

the taste, and acceptable to the most.delicate 

stomach. For the reliability of our.statementa, 

we would respectfully refer to the WHOLESALE 

and RETAIL DRUGGISTS of the country, and 
PHYSICIANS generally. Sold by Druggists, or 





Price $1.00. 


‘WM. F. KIDDER & CO., 
83 John 8t., MN. ¥. 














As a Spring Medicine 
TAKE 


NEY- 
KWORT 


A SURE. REMEDY 
Tested and Proved by 
* parts of the Country. 
of dangerous” dleeusce gindly Westy’ of Ti 
merit. st cures because * Y 
It Purlfles the Blood, 
It Cleanses the Liver, 
It Strengthens the Kidneys, 
it Regulates the Bowels. 
=" By this four-fold action it has won- 


derful power over disease, Purifying the sys- | 


tem of the poisonous humors that cause 


Kidney and Urinary Diseases, Rilious- | 


ness, Jaundice, Constipati 4 
in'Rheumatiom, Netralgie, Nece. 
ous Disorders, and many 
has Female Complaints. 
THOUSANDS OF CASES it has cured 
where all else had failed, It is mild but effi- 
cians, certain in its action, but harmless in 


The natural action of the Kidneys is restor- 
ed, the Liver ig cleansed 
the Bowels move freely rs § All disonee, — 


Sold E here, Price $1. Liquid or Dry. 
Send for circular and testimonials to * [2 
Wells, Richardson & Co., Burlington, Vt. 








ELEGANT SHAPE, 
HEALTH and 
COMFORT 


Perfectly Combined in 


MADAME FOY’S 


Skirt Supporting 


CORSET. | 


Years of Use inalt | 


Itis one of the most £77 
poowies and satisfac ; 
tory the market. aa 
For sale by all lead- Ee | /; 
ing dealers. a 

Price by mafl $1.80. 
FOY, HARMON & © 
CHADWICK, New Haven, Conn. 
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LIPPINCOTT’S MONTHLY MA GAZINE ADVERTISER, 











“By every feature I can see 
Youre Bilious in a high degree, 
nn Lo You're losipg snap and losing weight, 
ror “See” = —s=«éurr' ule russ tt a railroad rate. 
pn - : nao re ae rei — 
, cerlain Cure for young ard ole. 
CONSTIPATION. The Constipation will aot. 
The Indigestion quickly start, 
And soon Sick Headache will subside 
When Tarrant’s Selizer has beer tried.” 
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TARRANT’S 
Effervescent Seltzer Aperient 


is taken with positive pleasure by young and old. 
Is prompt and efficient, without debilitating. 
Leaves the system in an exhilarated condition. 


MANUFACTURED ONLY BY SOLD BY 


TARRANT & CO., REPUTABLE DRUCCISTS 
NEW YORK. Established 1834. FVERYWHERE 

































































SRS aH GOLD MEDAL ——s— R 
S*HXPOSITION - 18% 8. 


ee ENS=#~- 


THE ¢ FAVORITE *NUMBERS*+303.3832 404,)'70851 WITH’ 


wage OTHER -STYLES~S0LD-BY-ALL* DEALERS +. 
ote THROUGHOUT -THE7>WORLD -= 
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Emperor Dom Pedro, Bismarck, Gladstone,—brain workers,—cured their nere 


vous exhaustion by taking 
“The ordinary food con- 


Crosby's Vitalized Phospbites. 





tains elements that build up the 


muscles, but people who write, think, worry, watch by bedsides, study much, waste 


nerves not muscles. Of all the special brain foods Crossy’s VITALIZED PHOSPHITES 
are the best yet devised by scientific research. This Editor has examined many letters 


from people, and they speak of a benefit that no medicine can give. 


He believes in 


them, uses them, and will bear testimony to their efficacy.”—E. L. KELLOGG, Editor 


of School Journal “Treasure-Trove,” eto, 
phites.” 


“Every one speaks well of Vitalized Phos- 
—CHRISTIAN AT WORK. Crosby’s Vitalized Phosphites cure all forms of 


nervousness and weaknesses. A vital phosphite, not a laboratory phosphate or soda- 


water absurdity. 
For Sale by Druggiste, or Muil, $1.00. 


56 West Twenty-fifth St., New York. 








IT STANDS AT THE HEAD. 





HE No. 2 CALIGRAPH is the only 

double-case Writing Machine that pro- 

duces each letter by a single finger stroke, and 
thus fully economizes time and labor. 


15,000 CALIGRAPHIS are in daily use, 
and are becoming immensely popular for their 
Durability, Speed, and Manifoild- 
ing ability. 


We publish 4oo letters from prominent men and firms 


which are convir.cing. 
AA 


SICK HEADACHE} 


Positively Cured bye 
these Little Pills. e 
They also relieve Dis-f 
“ *ftress from Dyspepsia, In-fA 

- digestion and Too Hearty 
Eating. A perfect remed: 
for Dizziness, Nausea. 
Drowsiness, Bad Taste in 
the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, &c.3% 
j They regulate the Boweles 
and prevent Constipation and Piles. The small- 
est and easiest to take. Onlyone pill a dose 
Purely Vegetable. 

CARTER MEDICINE CO., Prop’rs, New York 

























ONLY FOR 

Ny Moth Patches, Freckles, 
and Tan. 

Use Perry’s MoTH AND FRECKLE 

Yi (} Lotion; it is reliable. 

Sj For Pimples on the Pane 
Ny) Y Blackheads and Flesh- 
worms, ask your dru ag for 
Psrry’s CoMEDONE AND 
Remepy, the Infallible Skin Remedy. 

Send for circular. 

ENT GOOD&CO., .»57 Murray St. 








For book of references and specimens of work, 


THE AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO.,| ‘ 


HARTFORD, CONN. 
New York Office, No. 237 Broadway. 


E OLD WORLD AND EUROPEAN GUIDE,” 
112 pp., 32illustrations, map, . routes, itineraries 
of tours in Europe and around the world, sent for 10 cents. 
A. pe Porrsr, Albany, N.Y. “Siz Weeks in 014 France,” 





320 pp., illus., travel, history, art and romance, $2.00. 
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_Absolutely Pur re. 
is powder bas: ty varles. A moe of Parity | ctrente ood aan 


the ord 
cannot be sold in competition with the multitude = sl test, short 
weight, alum, or phosphate powders. 
ROYAL BAKING POWNER CO., 106 Wal Street, t New York. 


x fae” WATCHES 
ARE THE  B EST, si ake TSH, 


BECAUSE ZALES = They contain everything essential to 


Ac curate Tite } pers ing fonnd 
iD any ny watch, and in ‘addition have the following im- 
portant i improvements, for which we have patents: 
Oor PAVENT STEM WIND is the strongest 
and simplest mada, 
or Patent Just-proof Movements sre free 
from oll variations caused by dirt or dampness; 
“nadvantage which nv other maker does or dare claim, 
Wo are the only Factory using ouly Genuine Ruby 
Jewels in every gride, und all our Watches are 
made of the best material, —_ te nccurate 
time keepers, under our own guarantee 


ATRINSON BROS. fi Sees Se 
Agente for the Keystone Standard Watch Oo, 
Aras’ YOUR JEW LER FOR THEM.“@@ 



















PIANO FORTES. 


FIFTY YEARS BEFORE THE PUBLIC, 

Upon their excelience alone, have attained an 
UNPURCHASED PRE-EMINENCE 
Which establishes them as UNEQUALLED in 
TONE, TOUCH, 
WORKMANSHIP, exd DURABILITY. 
WARERCOMS: 

112 Fifth Avenue, New York. 204 and 
206 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore. 
817 Market Space, Penna. Ave., Washington, D, C. 





an exquisite odor !”’ 
“ They have no perfume. 
on my handkerchief that is so fragrant.” 


LUNDBORG'S PERFUME, 
EDENIA. 


and RHENISH COLOGNE in your vicinity send 
your name and UNG, for poe ist to the manufacturers, 


& 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1378, 


BABER'S 


, Drodkiast Cocos. 


Warranted absolutely pure 













O}) has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
KKM and istherefore far more economi- 
Wa cal, costing lest than one cent @ 
iW cup. It ia delicious, nourishing, 
A strengthening, easily digested, and 
4 admirably adapted for invalids as 
# well as for persons in heaith. 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 
BAKER’S 


so Veale Coca, 


Like all cur chocolates, is pree 
pared with the greatest care, and 
consists of a superior quality of 
cocoa and sugar, flavored wit. 
pure vanilla bean. Served as & 
drink, or eaten dry as confec- 
5 Seamer, it is a delicious article, 
and is highly recommendea by 


W. BAKER & 00., ee Mass. | 














“Why, I didn’t know that Azaleas had such 


Tt is the EDENIA 


If you coast ate 1 LUND ROR G'S PERFUMES 


FE 
24 Barclay St., New York. 


Cocoa, froma which the excess of _ 
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AMERICAN BRANCH OF HOUSE, 


HENRY HOE, SOLE AGENT. 


91 JOHN ST., NEW YORK. 
JOSEPH GILLOTL & . 
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